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THE 


SLIGHTED MAID, 
A 
COMEDY, 


Acted with Great Applauſe at the 


Theatre in Little Lincolns-Inn-Ficlds, 


By His Highneſs the DUKE 0 
5 Hs Hoo the DUKE of 


__— 


— 


"©. LONDON, 


Printed for Thomas Dring , at the George nem St, Dunſiar's 
Church in Fleet-ftreet, 166 3. 


To he Iuſtrions Prince , 


]J AMES 


Duke of MONMOUTH, &c. 


night of the moſt Noble Order of 
ke GIRTER, 


My Lokrp, 


IO) Your Grace I humbly 
we Dedicate this Come- 
dy ; Your Creature ; 
for it onely. received 
from me Matter and 
Form : But Your Satisfaction , at 
Az the 


the Preſentment , gave it Life, IF" 
it pleaſe You in the Reading, my 
Pen cannot make me Happier, un- 
leſs Icould Vote into my ſelf the 
Spirit of Plutarch , to enable me 
to write the Hiſtory , which Your 
early Perfe&tions promiſe to the 
World. But ſince Nature has not 
put me into a Capacity of ſerving 
Your Grace as I would, be pleas'd(1 
beſeech Y ou)to accept of what [ can, 

this, and the Zealous Wiſhes of 


YT onr Grace s 


moſt humble Servant , 


R. STAPYLTON, 


The 
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THE PROLOGUE 


TO 
THE KING. 


F Fatours merit Thanks, what then ts due 

For Bleſſings, Sir, dertv'd tos from You 2 
Such Bleſſings as no People, ever ſince 
They profper'd 1mto Kingdoms, ow'd a Prince : 
Three Nattons ( by all other diſeſteem'd ) 
To Hotiour and io Freedom you redeem'd, 
Now your Nob1lity are Lords age's , ji 
Tour (ommoraltyValtant Loyal Men, 
7h* Oil that Anointed you head our ſad wounds , 
Your Laws bave fix'd us in our old jutt Bounds, 
when to your T brone you came, Juſtice return'd 


From Heav'n,and on the Bench(o're which ſhe mourn d,) 


Sits 14 your Splendoar, grves ( not takes ) the word , 
And with ber Ballance over-rules the Sword , 

which row protefs your pooreſt SubjeF's Plea , 

Aud gnards the Labours of your Land and Sea, 
Nor 1s ! ol barr'd from Pleaſure any more , 

For, Publick Recreattons you reſtore 3 

Not Roman Theatres, that were deſigi'd 

For Sword-play; our Plays recreate the Mind , 
lutkruf the Tudgmesr, which Mens Nature learns , 
And bow to manage Low ana High Concerns : 

Our whole Globe in this Hemiſphere we ſee 

Inlightne-' with the Rates of Majeſty . 

where all, but th' Authors doubtful Eye, looks clear , 
But, Sir, ke hopes you'l ſmile away 11s fear, 


THE 


THE PROLOGUE 
TO 


THE HOUSE. 


Our looks are eazer, Gentlemen ;, new Plays, 
Like our xew Beauties , expefiation calf. 
So bigh, you promiſe to your ſelves a Feaſt 

Of Wonders ;, alas, Miracles areceas'd : 

No working now by Supernatural means, 

Beaumont and Fletcher 

No Johnſon's Art, no Shakeſpear's wit 1 Nature: 
For, Men are ſhrunk in Brain as well as Statsre. 
Little pure Wit 1s ſtirring, ( 1 confeſs ;, ) 

And that's cr1'd down ty thoſe that have much leſs ; 
And ſome by the Fanaticks bave been taught 

To conclude, All Gentlemen do, ts naught. 

when thoſe Grave Criticks in thetr Cradles lay , 
Good Plays grew fatter than ill weeds, than they * 
Now, one would think, that our ſlow Writers play d 
A Spaniſh Mate at C beſs, for Draugbts are made, 
Stnce meer Gambetters kept the Stage in aw, 


For, ( whoe'r ſets the Men ) they grue the Law , 
T yrarnically,to our coſt we know it , wi 

For (Right or wrong ) they judge againit the Poet, 
From ſuch ( whom Spleen and Prejudue tranſport ) 
Tt Author refers bimſelf to this ju#t Court, 

T heſe Noble Ladies, Lords, and Gentlemen , 
And bumbly at your feet be lays bis Pen: 

If bad, it ſhall zot write another Letter ; 

If t pleaſe, bel take 1t up, and pleaſe you better. 
Incourag'd Poets beighten thety Deſignes 5} 

Like Putters, who at firit draw ruder Lines, 


rt bave writ thety laft Scenes : 


THE 


THE SCENE, 


|NAPLES 


Names Characters Actors. 


( An aery young Prince, who ( betng 
Salerno. refuſed byh1s Love) isa pretender Mr. Harris. 
wito Mittreſſes. 


"2% { C4 " Prince's Friend, ajealous \ Mz. B ; 
. . TC - The Prince's Unele, aprudent 
Filomarint. $ dis old Han © Mr. Metborn, 
Filomarint's ſon, who will not 
Lugo. L be governed by bis father. s Mr, Smaich, 


A name which conceals the 
poverty of Giulio,the young Herr ; 
Arviedo. to the Family, Honour, and Va- > Mr. Cadiman. 
lour of the Great Captain Gon- 
ſalvo., 


A waltant Lieutenant , con- 


Corbulo. ſtrained ty bis wants to be Decio's © ir Young. 
Porter, 


4 P oy deſperate Sea-c aptain, who 
Peralta. ) ( bernz pardon d for Pyracy ) fals Mr. Underhil. 
{ to cheateng. 


Gioleppe, 


= 


At. Oe 


| Names 


Gioleppe. 


Vindcx, 


Decio. 


Pyramena, 


Diacclia, 


Leandra, 


Menanthe, 


Joan, , 


Characters Actors. 


| Maſter of a Ship, aVigilant + Mr. Noke the 
4 Spre upou Menanthe, Elder, 


Decio's Slave, nho by bis 


Faithful Ingenuitie merits * Mr. Sanford, 
Freedom, 


ay Slighted Mata, Ericina , 

who ( to revenge her refuſal by | 

'J Iberio ) aſſumes theperſon of her Mrs, Gibbs, 
C| dead Brother, Decio, 


A paſſionate Lady, who (hating , + 
the Fealouſie of him ſhe loves) © Mes. Bettertun, 
marries one [he knows not, 


Elder daughter to the Prince of 
4 Bulgaria. Mrs. Long. 


h be Pri 77 
_ w =n.-. daughter to the Prince of 0 Mrs. Williams. 


Mr. Noke the 


Im s; who takes upon ber to 
peſireſs, 4 younger, 


#e+ mother to Leandra. 


; An _—_— Cheat , a Greek ; 
A fat merry Hoſleſs, Mr, Turner. 
The Inſtrumental, Vocal, and Re- 


ettatrue Muſick, was compoſe! by 
Mr, Baniltcr, 


THE 


THE: 


ED MAID. 


_— 


Tor. 


Actus Primus, 


E | Aa —_— —_————— ——. 


— — — | — - 
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Enter boom: F Gig, and Peralta. 
T1 ries: ou, wits, 


Per, 


Selle your year 
790 1d, eee te 


to Gt 
Per, Are eta Gf l LOI 
Fil, I've aolohby iS otcelli ples nm; 


Per. Or fo Na ane Need makes you cruſt your life 

To Planks and Blows | | 

Fil, Is my a} ? 

Grof. *Tis ow 'd, and all your Goode. | | 

Fer, All your Diſcretioo, 

That's tow droo;z your wane Wiſdom: $ under Hatch: , 
Princeſs 


- —  ——— ww a - — [£ODim—_— — - <> Ir ——— oe ny <a 


2 The $ _o__ Mad. 


Princeſs Diacelia's Fe wants 2 pare 
| - ES 


= WC —O_- . <> cox - 


ONT " 


My ſon's Bride, Diacelia, was the ſweeter, 
Gtof, Your Lordſhip knew Leandra in her childhood , 
You'lſeg her finely builr, ſo tire, lo Foe 4 ; 
She lacks butt you at Helth. I Na | pe 
Fil, AndI can Steer. SC. AE = 
I (hall keep her from falling fou lu pon 
Lugo Filomarini, Where t Devil 
_ Son Lugo moprber C) 25:4, 
Newer: appear'd before fonear an I, 
« Ar Church, withehe Greek Cheat her nfed Mother, 
That paſſes here for an'T!luſtrions Lady;-- | 


The Vice-Royh hearg ſhe 


a Grectan Prince 
Per. Was © PF TE ttt 7 
This mori! On 
The Harveſt Non Bs 


To marry 2 youh Prihcvſs; 
To folace your co Se ene +M 
Fil. o Princeſs bot 11 6! II. » 


Fe Hl 


On' 5 We NN FF Jhve ih Bobiahoy't 1. 
Giof,” At th" Altar : (down he fell upon his knees, 

And would have pray'd to Her, bur char? I'whilper'd, 

Take heed, Sir, how you ſet up a a nfvw Saint, FT 

He that kneels there is anInqu 

This; frighted himfrom Superſticiow; = 


ed 


TheSkebred Maid. 3 
But then he fell to WViechetafr, with th' Impoſtreſs. © - 
HerMother, the Greek Devil, made:a/Compar, ' - 
Thar is, a Bargain, for twelve'rhonfant Piſtols,-- 
And itruck a Match. wt 27. 04 e104 390} oy 

Fil, Hey boy ! how ſits the Wind ? 

Groſ. Fore-right, and a brisk Gale. 

Per, There's ſuch a wind 
In your head; my good Lord, you hear not .ae, 

Fil. Why didthey not marry upon the place ? 

Groſ. Becauſe the Greek Leech holds ir proper firſt 
To purge your ſon, and Bleed him in the Purſe : 
Shel fit be (ure of his twelve thouſand Piſtals. 

Fil, Captain Peralta, there's not ſuch a wind 
In my head, bur I hearthee, and know, all 
Thou fai'(t is nothing ; anſwer'd jn a word 
| (The little Word, that governs the great World ) 

Int'reſt ; advantage calls me, I'm concern'd 

Toleave my Son on's Wedding-day, no leſs 
| Than he to complement his Gueſts, or kiſs 


His Bride, and I willdo't as heartily. 


' Per, Anſwer your Son ſo, he's here ( Thave preſt, | 
Your father's'Stay, ro make himgo his Volage, | to Lage 
He'l 7; oy fear'r) _ my _ Luge's heart ; 

Fil, Hold up th z boy z I may come again, 
Burif it be my Deſtiny to Pr F 
| I leave thee” a Fortune to buoy up rhy heart. 
T leave thee a Bride ro-multiply my Honor. 

Lug. There's two good Fortunes. 

Fil, And-che third's not ill, 
I leave thee' a Friend, my old Camrade in Candy , 
This Spawſb Captain, to draw his Sword for thee; 

'B 2 Embrace 


— - — 


| 4 The Shightod Maid: 
| Embrace him, he's experienc'd; make higcounſet;. * - 
| Take heed he.cheat fiot;z if a Spaerd got him + , {1a bis 
| "Twas on a Gipfer, for he lives; by| Pillage yy  - © - 2 Ear, 
| The Trade that ſer him up was Pyracy ; ..| 
Had the Rogue becna Neopole:aw,;*. - Tat 1 
( He's ftour and ſubtile) he'd have made a rare 
Bandite. Fore HOUEWT 
Lug. You would make arare Gally-ſlave,_ [ufide.; 
For you cart Look one way and Row another, 
| The Captain may be needful, when Iquarrel. 
F - . ſe hows but ror lk _ m you) Naples, | 
No further, ſou, my. : ve blets' [1 | 
[| Th' Excellent Princels Dracelea, 
[ Thy Bride, be worthy of her ; and remember, _ 
| Remember, Sirra, rhat her Anceſtors 
| Were Soveraign Pringesz and (although I am 
Her Guardian, yer) that I impas'd not 
Upon her, bur thou art her ewn free choice ; 
Remember how thou wert oblig'd, when (he 
Refus'd my Nephew, the Prince of Salerno. 
Per, You'l give me leave to wait you to the Port ? 
Fil, Tocurt thee off, I draw aline, this River 
Of Xubiconno Soldier is:to pals. Exeunt Fil. & Giol., 
Lag. No talking to th' old man; is he not drunk ? 
Per, He-may be ſoyhe took care for his Vine, | 
Lug. More than he'did for me; I'd rather be 


' 


N% | 


% 


_—— — 
- — Re . 
- 


My Father's Sack or Claret, than his Son, - + 
He's berter at chufing of Wines than Brides. 
Per, He choſe; tor you, a Princeſs, ' 
| Lugo, But 'twas I IND JT ; 
4 Tharſhould have choſen for myſelf. O Captain 1 ._ 


I would have took Leandrain her. Smock,- . 
Rather than marci'd Princels Diarelis 


_ Go ——_ ES 


With 


EDGY Ss a 2% Yee 


The Slighted: Matd. 5 
With = we 7 had the't in poſſeſſion. . 
My Father ſhews hi judgment, 
on He wa fr p 
( Erc he ran Sea-mad) wile. 
Lug, Yes, for himſelf ; 


' Like an unnatural Moor, he would take money 


Ev'n for the chaining of his ſon to th? Oar :* . 
But, Captain, thou haſt promis'd ro redeem me 
From the,worlt of all Slaveries, a loath'd Marriage. 
Pex, p ule not to redeem, but to (ell Slaves, 
Would 1 could make a Bargain for his Lord(hip. [ſde. 
My Lord, I hope to ſerve you [ ſuch a trick 
As yet you never ſaw | but the contrivance 


| Mult be confider'd in a place more private, 


Enter Salerno and Iberio, 
See, the Prince of Salerno and his Friend 
My Lord 1berio, who commands the Forces 
Deſign'd for Candy, 
Luz. By their whiſpering, | 
It ſeems, they would be private too z leave them 
The houſe, we'l rake a turn or two i'th' Garden, 
My Bride is not yet dreſs'd, there's time enough. 
Exeunt Lugo & Peralta, 
Iher. She is the foſt------ 
Sal. Inconſtant, you would fay : - 
Speak ſoftlier. ' 
Iher. Why not lowder ? 'tis a truth, 
Sal. Bur, fiend, all rruths are not to be proclaim'd. 


Prethee, my Lord 1herro, do not vex ; 
Thy ſelf, becaufe a Woman proves a VVoman : 
Be thou a Man, laugh, as I do, 
Iter, You may | 6 5 
: | Have 


6 The Slighted\Matd." 
Have cauſe to laugh. - BY 7 
Sal. Thou haſt almoſt as nwch ,| ' ; 
| For, our two Caſes differ, like ewoClocks,-: ; 
| Abour ſome half an hour ; thy Miſtreſs comes 
| From wa Church marri'd, mine'sgoing to be marri d, 
I o1ve her. 
*1ber. Piſh, you cannot, if you lov'd her. 
Sal. Specizl Conſiderations moving us, 
I lov'd her fogher Perſon, ſhe was handſom ; 
] lov'd her for her Fortune, ſhe was Rich ; 
L lov'd her for her Title, though the Turk 
Ulurps her Country of Bulgarra, 
Still the's a Princels : Princeſs of Salerno 
I wiſh'd her,but my couſin Lugo had 
The preference z and ſince I muſt not be 
Her Husband, I'le e'n be her Reverend Father, 
And give her. VVhat think'it thou of my Reſolve? 
lter, Ithink, there's ne*r a Prince in /taly 
Better than you arezat digeſting Willow. 
Sal. Willow feeds'me fat, Ve kind of Kid, 
I feel my ſelf ſo game-ſome atterir , 
| Sowanton : now amlT for Miſtrefles, | 
| Miſtrefles in abundance, 
Iber, One's too much. 
Sal. The Enemy to my Bulgarian Love, 
He that unthron'd = Crown'd Progenitors, 
The Great Twrb, kec 


not Miſtrefles enow : 


| A Miſtreſs, Sir, may be your faireſt play, - | 
| For it.is poſſible, ſhe may be your Miſtreſs , 
1 That would not be your Vite. 
lter. Impoſſible, 
I! neverſce her more, 

Sal. What will you lay ? 


| Emer 


The Slighted Maid. #7 


Enter Arviedo. 
Your Couſin can reſolve us; he has made it © 
His buſineſs toinquire, VVhere's Fyramens ? 
Arv, She's in the Houle, 
Iber, In this\ Houſe, Arvrede ? 
Arv. Her Husband toldme;ſhe was going hither : 
And when his Highneſs lighted from his Coach, 
Her Chair was carri'd in. 
Sal. A Plot! (he marri'd 
So early, ro meet thee, and make Propoſals : 
But (he will loſe her Time, and I my Sport,” 
If the Bride be not halted. Exit Salerno, 
lter, I would make 
The Prince no ſport, but thatl have ingag'd 
Todine here. my 
Arv. Better you would dine at home, 
For, Pyramena's husband, Decto, 
Arm'd with Gold, that puts Confidence in Cow'rds, 
| Offers to every wanting hand a Bribe 
To poyſon you. 
ther, Decio poilon me 2? F 
Thy kind fear thinks ( now he has marry'd her 
I ſhould have had ) that he muſt with my lite 
Secure his Purchaſe. 
Arv, Hea 


- 
wee... OR. 


me 


ed me. 
"| Ar. Doncrl hai, he loves to droll with thee? 
Arv. He would ſcarce droll away the Sum he offer'd, +. 
Iher. Torthee 4 my kinſman, one thatT bred up ? 
Arvy, He urg'd my Obligation and Relation 
As the beſt Blinds, told me, that I might a&t 
I his revenge, and make my ſelf a Fortune, 


Like adeſtructive Mountebank,. that thrives 


8 The Slighted Maid. 
By Poyſon, firſt takes Money, then takes Lives. 
her. In Rhime? but he's an Llluſtridſimo | 
Of Venice and Parnaſſus, a rich Poet ;| , | y 
Would thou hadit rook his Money, . - |; -.,;, 
| Arv, And given you N 
| The Poyſon? ture 1 ſooner ſhould have drunkit, 
Sal, 1 dare be {worn thou would'it. 
Aav., And can you with. 
Such Faith corrupted ? 
| Sal. No, my noble vv rnd G «Rk 
| *Tis to prevent 4 R nt: r'd, 
| That I withdoe employ'd. i 
Avrv, On that account, | 
I rake his Gold, and undertake your Murder; 
To ſerve your Lordihip I'lbe any thing, | 
Your Pois'ner to preſerve you. 
= Werehe bold, _. . WR 
t ſuſpeR, 'that Decto would revenge | 
5 Siſter Ericiaa, 
—_— She that dy'd 
For love of you. 


| Sal. But trom ſo ſoft a ſpirit | 
| I apprehend no danger, howe'r ſound "RY 


———_— 


- Exit Arvieds, 
Enter Salerno, Diacclia, Pyramcna, and Antedent, 
Sal. Well, Princeſs Dracel:a, my firſt Love 
Alchough you "make your _ Ds my Heart, | 
A Mourner at your W "3 Fw 
From which you baniſh me, with to you, 
Da. In the Prince of Salerzo's Arms I with 12 1 1s of 
A better Wife. | | 
Sal. Bar curſes; no Wife, Madam, 


The Slighted Maid. 9 
Miſtreſſes what you pleaſe, | 
Da, Fie, he, Sir, lcave a 
This 1 pm . bet Py 
| Sal. Leave you your frowning then z ram, 
4 Learn of your Fealce Bride there, how to nile ſmiles on 
On a condemn'd pris'ner of Love. He frowns ?C Iberio, 
Abominable ! frown when his Miſtreſs ſmiles ? 
Pardon my zeal, Madam, I hope my Friend 
May have a Miſtreſs. 
Dia, Not of Pyramena ; 
She's Virtuous, tak't upon my word, - 
Sal, Nay, now 
Thar I have the word of a Princeſs for | 
Her Virtue, I'l ingage my Friend ro try it, 


He Sings. | 
| Thy Love is Chaſt, they tell thee ſo ; 6A , 
| But box yourg Soldier, ſhalt thou know ? 

Dob | 


As b, thy Sword , 

Take no Friend's word, 

But try ber : 
'Twill raiſe ber Honour one Rep bigher, 
| Fame has her Trial at Love's Bar, 
Deifi'd Venusfrom a Star 

Shoots ber Luſtre : 

She had wever been Goddeſs't, 

| If Mars had been medeft : 

Try axd truft ber, 


' Dia, What a ftrange wild-brain'd husband have Iſcap'd! 
ther, You think, I rake this for a current ſmile , | 
L know 'tis counterfeit, gilt braſs, your y 


Puts 


.1© \, The Slighted;Maid. 


Puts mirthon, when your Conſcience is tormented. 
Py. My conſcience ? | 
lber. Have you none ? or is't a-ſlecp? 
It ſhall be,wak'd, I'l chundex, . | 
Ty. IkHeay'n thunder'd | 
I ſhould fot tremble, for I am not guilty. 
Iber, Thep you'are.nopmarri'd 2 , .. 
Py. Tam Wite to Deczo,...i1 + ! 
No Lord, bur equal to'a Lord of Noples,.... - 
A Gentleman of Venice, When will't thunder ? + 
I ſee no Lightning yer,;_..._ +, | 
ther. The Clap comes now, . * 
(Avoid it, if you can pu yaunot ſwear.. 
You would be my VWite ? -  ; 
Py. Did not you ſwear firſt, 


That you would not be.jeglaus:? were ye not ? 


Fell you not out with.q\vez for aiſiting 

My Kindred 2 gen] marg1's: Where's my crime ? 

'Tis you thar ſhould fear Thider, you are perjur'd, 

You broke th' Oath upon which my Oath was buile, 

And Superſtructures —_ fall coground, 

When their Foundation ſinks. Can you deny 4t-? 
ther. Mine was not. Jealouſic, bur Tendernels 

Of your Repure : 'tis a cenſorious Clime 

We livein ; frem the Liberty vou took, 

I fear'd a popular Scandal on your Honor... 

Py. It ſeems ſo, by th'Inſolence of your Language ; 
Did you not tell mc, that che world would ſay 
Iberio was a fool to venture her _. © 
Tocommon Courtſhip, that was Vow'd to him---- 


May not Jberjo court his own VV 
Jer. And would you leave-ape tor a haſty word? 


14 


+ Sal. This makes for me,iffVaw have opk berweca them 
Way Ml ? 


Ul 


-[ to Dia, 


ry, 


The Slighted Maid. "Fl 
Py, Yes, he that would controll me when my Servant, 
Would tyrannize when he ſhould be my Husband, 
*Lhave one that Vows he never will cotamit] 
Your Jcalous Sin againſt my Innocence, 
Bur I torgive you ; ſomething too Il give you , 
My {elt I cannot, you have forfeited 
Your Right in me , bur I'lcreatea Title  . 
For you, next Husband, you ſhall be my Friend, 
Sal. Did not I tell thee > [ to Iberio, 


Enter Gioſeppe diſguiſed, he gives a Letter to Diacclia. 
Py. If your Lordi pleaſe 
To taſte the Firlt-truit of my Bridal Board - 
Sal, And Bed. Ah Rogue, wrapt in thy Mothers Smock, 
Py, You (hall bethe Bride's guelt. 
ter, I wotrr.. 
Sal. Ont Clown.” p 
Dia, Honelt old friend Groſeppe, I dare ſay, 
My Guardian, my Lord F:lomarint,” 
Is mifinform'd for grant that his ſon Lugo 
Had no Love for me, yet for his own Honor, 
Now we arc going t6 Church to be married, 
He'dnor fly of, On: 
Gro, But when you ſee the proof ; 
Your Highneſs ( as your Guardian direds) 
Will be pleas'd tg pur oh the Spautjb Veil, 
And go with me. het | 
Drg, He writes, that, by f means, . 
He has preferr'd himſelf and'me for Servants, 
To the Greek Cheat, your Miſtrefs. T'l obey him, 
Gro, Pray fend for me, Il wait at your Back- 


Py, My Husband is a Stranger, a Vexetian , 
C2 (For . 


12 The Slighted Maid. 


/ (For when found you jealous, I refolv'd 
Never to have 2 Neopolitan, ) 
But he ſo loves your Town, he'l dwell with you : 
And ſure you cannot bur love him again , 
The goodeſt man, nothing but innocent mirth, 
His whole delights to make Songs and Masks ; | 
[ hope you'l come # _ 
Iber. If I doyT'l rell Decro | 
What an inviting Wite he has. 
Py. Your Servant, 


" 55 uy Enter Lugo and Peralta. | felp. 
Lug, Sir, my dear Love, my good Lord, noble Lady, - 
Pleaſe to excule me, that I have thus long . 
Defer'd the Ceremony ofthe Day, | 
Iitay'd for this flow Friend : let's now to Church. ; 
Per, No haſte : I was your Friend-more than-mine own, 
OrelſeI would not have ingag'd with you © 
(Fot ſuch a vaſt ſam) tothe Fews, p 
Iter, Ingage ? | 
Pirates ingage ? will Je truſt Free-booters ? 
Per, 11Psprotcſted, and my Credit loſk, 
By your neglect of Payment at your Day, ; 
And I come notto give you Lordſhip Joy, 
But to renounce the name of Friend to one 
Thar has ſo publickly renqunc'd his Honor, _ 
Lug. Good angry Captain, Soldiers ſhould nor be l 
udges of Lovers * if you come to th' Honor 
Of being a Bridegroom, you will never think. 
Of rranfitory rhings. VVhenl am marri'd, 
I 1fatisfiexhe Jews,, 1 
| Pex: Satisfie me, | © 
= 1In point of Reputation, {You are out, [aſide. 
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Yeare out : ſeem mov'd; anſwer, Is that the buſineſs? ] 
Lug. Is that the baſine(s > You have reaſon, Captain : 

Before the Prieſt joyn our hands, 1'l difpatch thee : 

My dear, once more excuſe me, if you pardon 

Thy adjournment of our Marriage, my Friends will ; 

Indeed they would not pardon me, it I 

Preferr d the Law of Hoſpitality 

Before the Rule of Honor, Follow, Captain. Þ 

[ Exeuat Lugo & Peralta. 

Sal. Your colour changes, Madam ? uſe my ſervice. 
D1a, Pardon me, that I decline company, 

Till my Lord comes back. 


Sal. Your obedient Servant. [ aſide, 
D/a, Now I perceive my Guardian's a great Propher, 
Exit Diacelia. 
Ty, This is the ſecond time that I'm inforc'd 
To give you over for th' Infirmity 


You ſuckt from Nature, Jealoufie z yer once 
You had ſome colour, bur now no preteuce, 
For, you are Jealous of another's ite. ; 
[ Exit Pyramena, 
Sal. Deny another's Wife > Art thoua Man ? 
Iter. Not ſuch a man as the Prince of Salerno ; 
You are for ſerving Miſtrefles, Bur I | 
Serve Chriſtendom againſt th Incroaching Turk, 
And ſo, our cra(s-deſigns mult ſever us. | 
y Sal. Acroſs-grain'd Dunce thou art, and fo] leave thee. 


Enter Arviedo, 
Iber, Stay, here my Couſin Arviedo's news, | 
2000 h there ob wu ih Miftreſs tuthe Caſe; 
| ide Wy $.right ? | 


Avv, Your 


did ; 
4 For 


_ 
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For Decio vows, that when he courted me 

To poiſon you, he meant you no more hurr 

Than I, when I accepted the tmployment. 
1ter, Whar a Droll's this ? | 

Ar, have a Drolling metlage, 

But more ridiculous. 
Sal. Better (till, whar is't ? 

Arv. An Offer, ſuch as man yet never made, 
Hecalls't a Kindneſs : Decro prays your Lord(hip, 
To think his Houle, and all within ir,yours; 
Though all without it be not ſo nuuch worth 
As one within it, and that is, his Wite. 

Sal. I vow a kindneſs. 
Arv, He ackowledges, 


She wrong'd you in her marriage, and that you, 


For her ortence, might juſtly make yourſelf 
A ſtranger to his Wite, but ifyou do , | 
'Twill grieve her, and her griet will break his heart, 
Sal. By his kind heart, who would not ſwear this fool 
Markt for thy Cuckold ; wert thou not reſolv'd 
Never to ſec his-Wite ? 
Iber, Who told you fo? 
Sal. Thou. 
Ter, Truc, I did, but that was in myrage, 
When my hor fit was on me, now'tis off, 
T1 dine with Deco, 
Arv, Will you ? 
ter. Will 1 live? 


 Imthe Bride's gueſt. 
Arv, Your Fighnels is his friend, 


Pray, Sir, diflwade him, interpoſe your pow'r, 

 Jter, What nowthere is a Miftris in the Caſe > 
'Arv. But there's a Man too, and 'a ſpleenfull Man, 

Y | Dec1o's 


2 


b 
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Dec10's an Encmy. 
Sal. Decio's an Als, 
Arv. Although he has a pretty innocent face , 
P-cio is not the Fool you take hizn for ; 
Bur woul\ a Fool invite Him to his Wite, 
And mcan leſs than a Murder ? 
Sal, T1 ſecure 
All Avenues, he ſhall got be furpriz'd, 
Ar. You forget whoſe. death Decio would revenge,, _ 
Think of his Siſter. | [ ty Iber1o. 
ler. I think of his Wife. 
Arv. You ought tothink.of her as of a Syre7, 
That ſings bur to intice you to a Rock. ONS 4 
ller. In thoſe ſoft Rocks there isno danger, Coulu. 
Arv. I onely fear the danger of their Honors, | «ſide. 
Sal. Danger now there's a Mi5tris in the "aſe ? 
Mark the word Miltris, does it not ſound well > 
Ihes, Sweeter (by far )than Arvieao's Lute, 
Sal, Or Trills of? Neghtingalcs. 
ler. Or Canary Birds, 
Whiltling the Flajoler. 
Sal, Now, as friends (hould be , 
We arc of one mind, and I wyl-nor leave thee 
Never may he Plead more, that leaves bis place 
At Bay, when there's a Miſtrss in the Caſe, ſ Exenunt, 


Acus 
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Actus Secundus; 


Enter Vindex with a Pacquet of Letters in his hand. 


Vin. F His Wedding-day , this Dancing, and this 
Fidling, 

Puts all © emp Deczo's buſineſs by : 

Porter gt Gate, ſpeak to the Pacquer-Boat, 

Theſe arefor Yenice, haſt thou any Letters ? 


Enter Corbulo. 
Cor, None. 


Vin, Haſt thou any Wine ? the Slave's a-dry. 

Cor, None neither. 

Vin, Corbwlo, then farewell and be---- 

Cor, Hang'd thou mean'ſt, Rogue, that 3 Corbulo em- | 
ſtop deſerves a Bottle, braces Vindex. 

' And in my Lodge I have a ing Bottle, 

Good-fellowstoo, come in, we'l rake a Touch ; 

Bur firſt, ſing o're the Roll and name our Health, 


They Sing. 

Drink tome, Boy ng 'S 

Here's to thee, Boyz 

A Health t' our Maſter , 

A Nobler never obey'd 1; 

Couple him with my Lady , 

Never Man had aChaſter ; 

nu the Vice- Roy, as even, 

with hrs Royal Creatour knocking 
iTo the K i, bleſs him Heav/'n, Un Gate, 
Ld a pox take the Trattor, | 
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Cor. Hey ! whatrapping ? Yindex, turn the Key. 
Vin, Thou think'ſt thou art a Lieutenant 111], 

And tak'ſt me for thy Corporal ? look thou 

| To the Gate, I dare not, leſt I be knockt , 

Their fi are ſo furious. 

| Cor. It the 

Be thus unquiet, ſuch an Irog-mill , 

"F © T'rurn our fine young Maſter, Decto, 

Our of my Service; hold, and let me fee 

Who 'tis, that knocks fo like a Gentleman. 


Enter Salerno, Iberio, and Arviedo. 

Cry' mercy, Sir; though I thought 'twas no Begger , 

| I looke not for a Prince. 

% Sal. 1berio,go, [ Extt Iberio. 
Mind chouthy Milſtris ; Fear is the belt Spic , 
Thou, Arviedo,make diſcoveries. - 

. Arv. Ihave madeone, Sir, Is not this the Soldier, 
That, when our mer fell baſely from th' Aflault, 
Ralli'd chem, bear the French, enter'd the Breach , 
And ſer upon the Bulwark the King's Colours > 

Sal. He ſer ve a private nan ? 
Arv, Know'ſt thou the Prince ? 
Cor., Hehas forgor me. 
Arv, Sure I have ſeen thy face ? 
Cor. And this hand, Arvredo, better arm'd; 
Sal. Licurenant Corbulo > why, fellow-Soldier, 
, Prethee how comes thy Partiaan thus chang'd 
| nto a Porter's Staff ? 
Cor, The times are chang'd, Sir, 
War uito Peace, and Soldiers into Begpers, 
And, Sir, you'know, Beggers muſt be no Chuſers ; 


It I might chuſe my Office,l __ be 


( Nor 
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( Not Porter, but ) Lieuetenan Corbulo, 
And.in my hand I'd flouriſh Steel, not Silver, 
Sal. I cannot blame thee, for Steel maſters Gold, 
There's ſome for rhee,drink my Miſtris's Health. 3 gzves 
( or, I muſt drink to your inclinations oF gold 
Health upon }ealch z we hear, Sir, you are raiſing 
A Regiment of Migtreſſes ; how fil 
Your Companies, how many do you Muſter ? 
Sal. I beat my Drums yer. 
Cor. March a thouſand {trong, 
I am for your firſt Miſtreſs, a pitcht Bartel , 
A fair Campania ; War, Sir, glorious Var 
Will dignifie your Title, raiſe your Fame. 
. Sal. True, Corbsulo, and ruine my Eſtate, 
Have we not Preſident for that > what Fortune 
Has fam'd Gonſalve, the great Captain, letr 
To his Poterity ? is not the young Heir 
Of that brave General's Famuly,Gmwl-o, 
So poor, he dare not ſhew his face in Naples ? 
Cor, Bur you know Generals Heirs who are great Lords, 
Saj. Why doſt nar thou fight ro advance thy felt ? 
Now the Poperaiſes here a Regiment 
Com anded by my Lord #ferio. 
Go with my Friend to Candy and get Honor ; 
Kill Twrks, man, and the Signory of Venice 
Will make thee” a Knight of th* Order of St. Marc. 
Cor. Though I've got only wounds in the King's Service, 
I will not fight but by the King's command, 
Andin a place of Honor and of Profit : 
Bur, Sir, your highneſs nceds no Salary. 
Sal. I may, like th' Eniperor «Maximilian, 
Trail my Pike under an invincible King. : 
Cor, Serve ours again, fight for the Crown of Spaty, 
And I'l no longer ferve a Forcincr, 
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Sal, Wu't ſerve me, in thy Neopolitau Miltris ? 
Cor, No; I keep her for my Yenetiaz Malter, 
Sal. It fecms, thou halta of Chaltity. 
Cor, One of the Warders in the Brazen Tower. 
Sal. That keep thy Dazde ſafe from midnight Viſits. 
Cor, I'l help your Highneſs toa handſomer---- 
Sal. Handſomer than thy Lady ? 
Cor, Than all Ladies, 
Th'incomparable Beauty, Continence : 
Make ſhort ſleeps ; lie and fare ( as I do) hard, 
You ſhall have Continence , ant pleaſe your Highnels, 
Sal. Hang her, ſhe pleaſes neicher High nor Low : 
ButI am pleas'd to ſee thy care Lieutenant, 
Coy, True to my trult, 
Sal. For which ( hold ) there's more Gold. 
Cor, More Counſel I will give you for this Fee, 
w_ and make me your Porter, 
Sal. Here's my hand------ 
Cor, It is aliberal one, I kiſs your Bounty. [ Exit, 
Sal. 1 dare not truſt this Soldier, there may be 
More of the Crew, he may command a Party : 


Let's ſeck 1berio out, and ferch him off, 
[ Exeunt Salerno & Arviedo, 


Extey Iberio axd Pyramena, 

Py. You may praiſe my good Nature, you'l ſcarce match ir 
In Naples;ſhew another of my Sex, 
| That ſcorn'd like me, will flight the Injury, 
And welcome the Aﬀronter z but you'r welcome 
To Dectio's Houſe, my Heart, and your old Love. 

ther. But will you love me,may Yask, and hope ? 
Py, I promiſe you any thing in my power, 
Iter, Will you then, do---- 
Py, Do what? {4 D 2 A 
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Iber, It will not out , | 
Do me the favourto ſhew me the Houſe, 
Which ſecms to be like you, a Paradiſe. 

Py, The Building is much handſomer than I, 
But both are ( equally ) at your diſpoſe : 
The Rooms of State your Lordſhip may fcc now , 
But 'twill be Dinner-time ereI can ſhew you 


The private Lodgings, 


Iber. On, {weer Madam, on. 


Enter Salerno. 

Sal. Iberio? (tay. 

Ilher. You will not offer it, 
Now ſhe invites me ? 

Sal. Tothy ruine, fool : 
The Porter is Lieutenant Cor bwulo , 
The boldeſt Officer of all our Foot , 
Thou know'(t him, he confeſſes, he rakes Pay 
Of Dects for ſecuring his fair Wite, 


Enter Arviedo ba#lily, 


Arv. Stand on your Guard, Decio has lin'd his Houſe 


With Mariners out of the Twrky-Ship , 
Which came from the Levant into the Harbour 
This morning. | 

ther, Sce the truit of Miſtrefles, 


Arv. How much more noble would your death have been 


Had your blood {meer'd a Baſhaw's Semiter > 
Then you had di'd upon the Bed of Honor. 
Py. He cannot have a Plot to murder you. 


Arv. Two hours ſince he had one to peiſon him ; 


I heard the Word given now, it is, Fall on. 
Py. Your Forlorn I will be, 


Sal, 
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Sal. Say ſt thou me fo ? 
I ſhall love Miſtrefles berter for thy ſake. 
[ within ] | 
Dec. Fall on. Salerno, Iberio, and Arvie- 
Sal, Do, Rogues, do draw their Swords, 
Iber, We'ltell our----how ?- a Dance ? | 
Satlers and thetr wiyes Dance, 


Exter Decio and Vindex. 

Vin, What will you do ? 

Dec, Villain, how dar ſt thou ask ? 
Juſtice Il do, teach men how to flight Maids. 
Princes, the T#rky-Ship thus ſpeaks your welcome 
To my VVife's Houſe, for I have neither Houle , 
Nor Land, nor Body, nor Soul, all's my Wife's, 
And ( mark Poetick Prophecie ) ſhe'l be yours. 
« ther. My Wite? 

Dec, Your Wife. 

Sal. When, Dec: ? 

Dec, Let meſce ? 
All the menof my race di'd ( punQually ) 
At two and twenty, ſo that three years hence 
She's yours, if you've a ftomach to her then , 
As ready as the Wedding-dinner now 
On my Wife's Table, your Wifethar ſhall be 
Three years hence. ; 

Py. Have bur patience till we have din'd , 
Afrer the Banquet. [ Exeunt Decio & Pyramena, 

Sal, Thou (halt ſee and taſte 
The Fruit of Miſtrefſes and my Endeavours. 
| Look you ſerve me ( another time ) as well. 


1her. Better, I'l work thee a new Mine of — 
; xeant, 


Enter. 
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Enter Filomarini, Diacclia, aud Gioſcppe, 1» their 
Diſguiſes as Spaniards. 
Fil, Quick, fellow-ſervants, ſer the Chairs, Groſeppe : 
My Ladli's little Dog has foul'd the Carpet, 


Perfume here, Princeſs Dracelta, 


Dia, Princeſs Diacelia? 
Fil. I ſhall ſay, Fritilla, 
For, to ſerve Diacelia and Leandra 
( As by a Guardian's duty bound ) I have 


© Unlorded my felt and Unprinceſs'd thee, 


Granchild Fritilla, Daughter ro my Son 
That's at Madrid, Mace-bearer to the King ; 
Bur I dehie the City of Madrid 
To match this Spaztſh Beauty. 

D1a. You are pleaſant ; 
Bur Guardian,I ſhould ſay, Grand-farher Draco, 
—_—— we Spantards ? if you had ſtill been 
My Lord F:lomarin, your Gn Lugo 
Had marri'd me without diſpute. 

Fil. No Grand-child, 
He had too great a paſſion for Leandra, 

Dia, Me-thinks, in your own ſhapeyou might have aw'd 


im, 
Fil, I ſhould have (ham'd him into Impudence 

If Thad made a publick Buſineſs of it. 
Gio, '['welve thouſand Piſtols you had ſav'd your ſon, 
Fil. Whate'r he loſes,ſhe hall not loſe him, 

Nor ſhall my Nephew, the Prince of Salerno, 

That's mad for Miſtrefles, now want a Wite : 

I'l bring them about, Maſter, as the Wind 

Carries thy Sails, without appcaring w't- 


Entey 


— 
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Enter Leandra. 

Look where Leandra comes, your Bride-grooms Love. 
Dis. Let me embrace my Rival, c Leandra lays her band 
Lean, We'lnot quarrel ; } on Diacelia's breaft. 

Here ſticks Love's Arrow with the golden head, 

My ſullen heart is wounded with Dull Lead. 

Fil, But why alone, young Miltris 2 where's our Lady, 

Th' old Hag, your Mother ? 

Lean, yes gy a Captain 
Sent from your Son, 
Fil. The Fool imploys the Pyrare. 
Lean, Yes tolayme aboard ;: I hope you'l fight him 2 
Fil, My Nephew ſhall; for, the Prince of Salerno 

(If you can like him)muſt love you, I'l charm him 

Weth this Leandrd inlittle, this thy Picture 

Given meby a Witch ( Imean, thy Mother ) 

Shall melt hum,( Liver, Lungs, Brain, Heart, and all ) 

As if 't were his own Picture, made in VVax, 

And ſtuck with Needles. 

Lean, When I ſee your Nephew, | 

T'l tell you how L like him : 'ris the Man, 

And not the Prince, that I ſhall look upon. 

Fil, I ſee, thy humble humor is quite ſpent. 
Lean, 1 found my ſpirits when I tound my triends, 

( Thanks to this Plot, my Guide G:oſeppe ) 

But to your Lordihip's I ſubmir, 

Fil, Yet a while ſeem obedient to th' old Woman. 


Enter Menanthe and Peralta, 
She comes, the Pirate after her. 3 bag 
Me. Wait here, to Peralta, ( who in bis band has a ſmall 
Coronet and knot of Diamonas,) 


— —— 
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Till I deſpatch theſe ro their ſeveral duties. 
Hoſepe , we are pleas'd with theſe new Servants 
Ot thy comumending, once again you're welcom. ; = qt 
Draco, do what you undertake to do, to 
; Shew the young Prince, ( who cries up Miſtreſles ) 
Leandra's Picture, try how much he'l offer, | 
Lego's twelve thoufand Piſtols muſt not buy her. | | 
| [ Filomarini hows, 3d goes off, | 
Hoeſepe, take you, from the Captain's man  , . - 
Thoſe Twrky-Veſts ſent us by my Lord Lugo. 
| [Gioſeppe bon5,and departs, 
| Fritills, chuſe you out the richelt Velt, 
And fit it to Leandra : Mignion, look | 
That you obey my Maid in point of Dreſs ; | 
[ Diacelia azd Leandra make low Courtfies, | 
| And heark you ! trifle nor your time away ; 
Your Lord will come ſtraight : [do y* hear ? pur on Patches. 
[ Leandra #sll makes Courtfies down to the ground, 
[ Exeunt Leandra & Diaceliz. 
Twelve thouſand Piſtols in Gold L expected , [ to Per, 
But, Friend, it you ingage that, fona fide, 
The Jewels are worth ſomuch, P1 acept'em, 
Per, Two thouſand Piſtols my Lord Lugo will 
Bring fromehe Mint, theſe are well worth ten thouſand. 
Me. Thele you deliver upon Reputation 
Per, Firlt, Madam, give me leave to fatishic . 
My curioſity ; do you, Greek Ladies, 


o ET ——_ 


by 


| Keep Turkiſh Stare ? | 

| Me. It is both State and Wiſdom , 

Servants and Children to their Miſtrefles 

And Mothers ſhould be Mutes, bow, nor preſume 

To ask. | 
Per. But maya Stranger uſe his rongue ? 


Wl 
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Will you not be offended if I ſpeak > 

Me. What would you ſay > 

Per, Proteſt, I know not what : 

For though we that are bred up in the Wars, 
Are ſeldom out of countenance in Peace, 
Your preſence daunts me, 

Me, Weare Great, not Proud. 

Per, lam not ignorant, what a high Eſteem 
The Court has for you , what reſpe the Lords ; 
May then a poor plain Captain aska queſtion ? 

Me, It (hall be anſwer'd, if t be in our Sphere, 

Per. 'Tis in the Sphere of your Ativity ; 
Live you not by your Wits ? 

Me, Alas, poor Captain ; 

Are you come to your Wits ? Fear's a ſhort Phrenlie, 
Speak again, 

Per. Live you by your Vies ? 

Me, Again, 

Per, Are you a Cheat? 

Me. In Hell's name, whatart thou , 

That ask'ſt me this danu!'d queſtion ? 

Per, A Seca-Caprain, 

Me, Or (as ſome Copies render it) a Pirate, 

Per, 1 was a Pirate, Sovercign of the Sea, 
Fir'd Billows, to make way for Robbery , 

Kept a Prize-Office at Algrer, of Goods 

Stoln from my Prince, the mighty King of Spaiz , 
( For which 1 have his Pardon in my poquet ) 
And do you think a Pirate, an old Thief, 

Can want cyes to diſcern his fellow-Thiet ? 

Me, It were a vanity for me to halt 
Before a Cripple ; I imploy the Talent 
Nature gave me to live by: This young Lord 
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I mean to cheat ; Leandra ſhall be fold 
Over and over, But (bold Captgin ) you 
Thar were the Sovercign of the Sea (and fo forth ) 
Kept a Prize-Offce ar Agier, of Goods - . 
Stoln from your Prince, the naighty King of Spars., 
You will not ſcruple (ſure) tojoyn in cheating 
Any of the King's Subjects, though your Friend ? 

Per, Joyn > we'ljoynlifue, for Fl marry thee. 

Me, Two words to ſuch a bargain, worthy Captaip, 
Diſcharge your Frult, deliver me the Jewels , 

And on my Horour, Fl not be unthanktul, 

Per, Three words to ſuch a bargain, noble Lady. 
Theſe Gems are held in Mort-main, locke as fat 
As ina dead man's hands, I will take nothing , 

T'l give my felf and theſe ; accept of both , 
Or neither, | 

Me, What if neither ? 

Per, Why then, Madam , 

Graciouſly you may pleaſe to hang your ſelf, 
And ſave the Law a labour. Does Menanthe 
Becauſc grown gallanter, ( Leandrataller ) 
Think I forget thee and thy theft in Candy ? 
Refuſe me, and-to all Thieves ( that dare live 
Under the Noſcs of the men they robb'd ) 

I'l make thee an Example ; marry me , 

This Hand, this Sword,protetts rhee, 

Me. Nay, if you 
Have had a Paſſion for me fo long fince , 

And never yet, from yourundaunted heart , 

Could blot our my Remembrance ; "tis a Match. 
Per, Lugo (hall pay thy Portion, 
Me, .One half, o as 

The Prince ſhall eyes other Moyety, [ Exeuut, 


Enter 
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Ezter Salerno, axd Filomarini with a Book of 
PifRtures 11 little. 

Sal, Fromith' Univerſal Monarch ? 

Fil, Thar's his Style, 

Sal, Tell me (ere Linquire into thy Mellags) 
How long is't ſince his Holineſs conter'd | 
That Title on the King ? 

Fil, What King ? 

Sal, Our King , 

The King of Sparn ; com'(t thou nor from the King > 
Fil, I come from one to whom the King's a SubjeR, 
Sal, Thou ſpeak'ſt not like a ſubject ; what's 5 name ? 
Fil, My name is Draco. 

Sal, Otthe Athenian Draco's ? 

Fil. No, of the Engliſh Drakes, great Captain Drake 
( That ſail'd the World round ) AY in Span a By-blow, 
Ot whom I come. 

Sal. From whence com'ſt thou to me ? 

What Prince's Agenz art thou ? 

Fil, Love's, Love's Envoy ; 

I am a Meſſenger from Cupta,fent 

To help you to a YVeuas., 

Sal. Bur one Venus ? 

Fil. To one, two, three, four hundred Yeruses : 

Build a Seraglto, I can furniſh ir 

With Rarities ; Provided, you will have 

The Patience of a Prince, to {ee,and hear, 
8al. Revercnd Pimp, thou ſhale have Audience, 

Fil, Wlluſtrious Potcnrate, Love's Envoy ſhews 
Letters of Credence 3 There's a Miſtris for you. 

[ Fil. ſbews a Pifure , Sal. 
looks ex't and throws it =P 
E 2 Sat, 
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Sal. There ſhe's for thee again, the Pox to boot , = 
To wilhit her, the curſe wouldcome too late ; 
Why, one Eye's perith d, 
Fil. Sir, I Articled* 
For patience ; what great Lapidary ever 
Shew'd his bet Diamond firſt 2* Here's one will fit you. 
Sal, Fourlſcore years hence, for ſhe's at leaſt a hundred, | 
Fil, You're very curious ; This is young enough, 
Sal. Ugly cnough too in all conſcience 5, * 
Pretty' Owl, how'r ſtares ? and deep in the Green-ſickneſs: 
Go, go; ſhethar rake the pains to cure , 
Sh a Paragon. 
Fil. A Paragon 
This is, or my eyes fail me; by degrees 
Examine her, the Moruing is not younger---- 
Sal. Nor bluſhes ſweeter ; what a Skin 2 the Alps . 
Were. never whiter : Lips which cager Birds 
Would peck at, forRipe Cherries, Ceſar's Eyes., 
That Conquer Nations they but look upon. 
Fil. Havel perform'd like a Diſcoverer ? 
Sal. Had the great Drake ;( whoſe Iiſue thou arc) pur. 
As many Girdles round about the Earth , | 
As ever the Sun did about the Heavens , 
A Lovelier he could not have diſcover'd. 
Bur, Sirrha, will you juſtifie this Piece ? 
Shall not 1 { as a mighty Prince did ) curſe | 
The Pifture-drawer, when I ſee the Maid > - 
Fil. Sir, if her Character were to be writ: 
The ſweetneſs of her Diſpoſition, | 
Her Mildneſs, Innocence, Hunulity , 
Obedience, ifxhele were robe deſcrib'd, 
Your, Highneſs might curſe th* Orator and Poet ; 
Bur:you will bicfs me and the Piure-drawer , 


F 


When 
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When youſhall ſee Leandra, 
Sal, Ha, Leanvra? 

I have heard of her Mother, the Greek Lady , 

My ſervice, honeſt Draco, ſoon at night 

I'] viſit her. 

Fi]. Nogthen you'l come too late; 

Your Couſin Lugo will be marri'd to her : 

His Duel was a trick, Sir, ro change Brides. 
Sal. That muſt not be z then Il go with thee , Draco, 
Fil, No, then you | come too early ; lerme try 

My little wit fir{t to break off the Treaty. 

If you'l beat your Palace, when 'tis time 

Tl call you, [ 4 Banquet ſet forth, 
Sal, What if £ugoſhould debauch her ? 

Fil, 11 watch for you, like Danae's old Father, 
Sal. I'l pay thee better than young Fupzter 
Paid his Procurer, when the wanton God 
Coin'd himſelf into Gold. . Ler none corrupt 


Extey Iberio. _ 
Her Virtues but my ſelf. 16-10, ſee , [ Exit Fil, 
Wonder, and ſhake hands, I am going to her. 
1ber, You ſhall ſtay, and rid me of Decto firlt, 


Enter Pyramena. o 
Py, I cannot get my Husband to the Banquet , 

He's fo pleas'd with your Couſin Arviedo, 

( His Brother-Lutenitt ) he has carri'd him 

To ſee his new Scenes,for this hour they re (ate, 

Sir, will you pleaſe to ſir ? | 
Sal. To wait of you. | 
lter. Oh, pray be gone ; he's full of buſineſs, Madam ; - 

You loſe your time, - Fe 
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Sal. Then I've my liberty. 
Iher. T1 throw Mare Antory's old Shoo after you : 
His Shppers will ſerve me, I'm going to bed, ; Ext, Sal, 
Now, Madam, we arc (ro our wuh) alone, they fit to 
Py. The fewer the bcttcr fare you freelicr _—_— Bang. 
Taſte any thing you love here, 
Iter. I love you. 
1'y. You cannot berter, than I love your Lordihip. 
lter, That's Muſique ro ourBanquer. * Ler's embrace 
The Opportunity, and one another, 
Py, I hope underſtand not, what doy' mean ? 
ltker, Toclaim your promiſe, 
Pz. What was't ? 
Iter, Any thing 
In your pow'r. 
Py, Such a promiſe I did = 
* Ibey, Perform it; your Injoyment's in your pewer. 
Py, I have heard Caluiſts ay, That's wh in res 
Our pow'r which juſtly and ſafely we may do. (miſe, 
Iher, Then do what's in your pow'r , perform your Pro- 
Thar's juſt ; and be my Love, and you are ſafe. 
Py. In Honor 
Iber. Honor ? 
Py, I love you, my Lord , 
Above all men, (my Husband not excepted ) 
Bur I love Virtue more than 1 love you, 
ther, If you Jove Virtue ſo much, when you knew 
My application vitious, why did you 
Incourage me to hope ? tell me the truth ? 
Py. The truth is, I have fool'd you, 
Iher. Cruelly, 
Py, 1 have indeed, cruelly fool'd your Lordſhip. 
He riſes and ſhuts the 7 
Do 
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Do y* lock the door ? you will ot raviſh me ? 
iter, Ohnoz my fairinviting Cruelty , 
You will be found the Raviſher : no Law 
Ad jucges him 2 Murderer, that kills 
One that provok'd him, Th' Anch'rite, whohas liv'd 
An Age in's Grave,remembers not his Miltris 
With greacer horror,thanI thought of you, 
ULtil you courred me, and blew the ſparks 
Of my old Love into a flame of Lult , 
Which ſhall (as your due Puniſhment ) conſume you , 
In your own Inſtrument of Tyranny , 
Like the Deſigner of the Brazen Bull. 
Py. Your Brazen Bull's an Aſs ; th' Inventer of it 
A Novice in my Art of Tyranny , 
He tortur'd bur the Body, I the Soul, 
Which I know nothing more torments, than Hope 
Rais'd high, and levell'd. 
lter, Do you ſmile ? 
Py. Tlaugh, 
To ſee ſo greata Soldier fool himſelf 
With a belicf, that th' Enemy ( che Traitor , 
As you were graciouſly pleas'd to callme ) 
Would yield without a Suinmons : true it 1s , 
To work your Hope up to a Confidence , 
My white Flag I hung our, courted a Treaty , 
As ifI held a Fort untenable , 
You'l find it Man'd, the Woman ſo well Man'd , 
That you may fooner take Conflantinople, 
ther, Yer valiant Madam, notwithſtanding all 
Your ſcornful Ranting in our Terms of War , 
You are impolitique in your cruelty , 
That to torment me ſacritize your Honour, 


She.catches a Knife from the Table, 
'2y. 
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Py. See what protets my Honour ; if you ſtir , 
I'lſhew you what poor Lucrece (hould have done , 
My Honour (hall not dye betore my elf, 
1ber, Bur if you kill your {clf, the Prince ( who knows 
You ſought this meeting ) what will he report ? 
Py. Report can neither do me good nor hurt, - 
[ She lays bey hand on ber heart. 
Here's that will juſtifie me after death. | 
And know, that ſince {berro declar'd 
For Jcaloulie againſt Love, I ſcorn'd life : 
Nor had my Soul indur'd her Clog fo long , 
Bur to convince you of Apoltacy : 
This made me marry a Fool, and then invite 
- You tothis Parley, that your Eyes might give 
Your Heart the Lic, when you beheld me itand 
The Flatteries and Threats of him 1 love, 
Yet not diihonor hin that I love not ; 
Andnow, farewel to both, | 
' Iber, Hold, more than Woman , 
Heroick Lady, ſhew one Bravery more ; 
Forgive me , next ill thoughts I have of you, 
T'l pluck my heart our, 'tis no heart for me , 
Thar thinks you leſs than Saint, 
Py. Now we are friends, [ She flings down the Knife, 
Ther. And friend, I'ltell y' a ſecret, kept from you , 
When I was but your Servant; Icommand | 
Theſe men rais'd by his Holineſs to ſerve 
The State of Venice againſt the Grand Srgnoy ; 
They are imbark'r, this night I rude, , 
Therefore my Love, ( ſtill you're my Virtnous Love ) 
Though it grieves me to ſpeak-----, 
Py. And meto hear---- 
her. Yertthe ſad word mult be pronounc'd, Farcwel. 
Py, 
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Py. You ſhall not Farewel yer, I'l call for Cards 
And hold you one hour longer, 


lter, What you pleale ; 
Lam your Soldter, you command in Chief. 


ry. Then play a little, ro beguile our grief. | Exennt, 


— 


_—— ———— 


Actus T ertius, 


Exter Decio and Arviedo, 


Shepherds Hook , a Pipe, 


By a Lawrel-Tree is ſet a 
and a Wreath off Lawyel. 


Dec, He breath of Muſick ( Brother Luteniſt ) 
' Is Sound, which into points of Tune Art breaks: 

But Poetry's the Language Muſick ſpeaks, 
Poetry's that Divinity of Numbers, 
By which #ythagoras transform'd himſelf 
Into the ſev'ral ſhapes of Men and Gods 
And thou, or I may do't, as well as He. 

Arv, I think we may. 

Dec, Behold th' Experiment , 
I'm Decro now ; but now that I rake up 
This Shepherds Hook, Pipe, and Poerick Lawrel. 
I am Apollo Shepherd ro Admetus , 
Not Herdſman : I have left his Royal Droves 
In Theſſaly, to keep his Flocks in Naples. 
Will 4Arutiedo be my Favourite, '- | 4+ 
My H gacinthus 


Arv. What muſt transform me ? 
F "Dec, 


Dec.. Poetry z a new Ode, which I've compos'd ; 
Sit down and hear it, 'tis Apolls's Song, 


Here 1 Pipe, bere I keep 
King Admetus's Sheep , 
Here 1 gather Lawrel for my Wreath : 
But Apollo, where 
Do'#t thou l;ve > Ob not bere-, 
Al ſent Lowert True nt where they breath, 
But my Spirit 1s 
Ina Place of Blifs , 
1bereſo'er that Bleſſed Place may lie , 
Th 4 GardenyoraGrove , 
In a Grdtt, 84 as Alcove : 
Every where my Love 15, there am 1, 
Hnctreumſertt'd thus afts the Mind , 
' Why ſbauld the Rody be confu'd # 
1, Swift 148 thowght can move , 
Little God of Love, 
Carry me, upoz thy mmbie Wings , 
To the top of yonder Tow'r, 
where perciſely at this hour | 
Hyacinthus ſtrthes hrs Lute and ſings, 
we are met, ſweet Boy , 
what 1 now enjoy : 
Not a God, beſides my ſelf, ſball know : 
Cupid, tho hoſt leave to play ,, 
To thy Mother fly, and ſay , 
That Apollo bas a HeaVn Lim. 


Arv, You have feaſted ming Ear.,;:! 

Dec, T'l treat thy Eye | 
The ſweeteſt Proſpect Naples has, I'l ſhew thee , 
Fhe Paſture where Apollo feeds his Flocks, 


The 
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The Scene i diſcovered , over which tn Capital Letters 
i writ CAMPI ELYSII, Decio deſcribes it thas, 


Th' Elyſan Fields my Hyaciathas (ecs , 
Thoſe Walks are Jellamine and Orange-trees, , 
Beneath, a\Chryſtal River curs the Plain , 
\Wherein you ſce thole fair Trees o're again , 
Clofe by the Flow'ry Bank, a Flock of Sheep 
Feeds ina Mead ; the Shepherds faſt a-fleep; 
The Shepherdetles lying armr in arm, 

Ary, Is't Lite? or Art? + © 

Dec. Art Magick, hear the Charm. 


Riſe,dull Sleepers, fie, bow coldly 
You move! Shepherds, come on boldly , 
No alF ſball your F locks indanger ; 
Darce, and welcom this young Stranger. 
; [ The Shepherds dance, and go off. 
Arv, I take this as a high Civiliry, 
For which I'l thank you with a Friend's Advice 
Go to your Wife ; loſc her not the firit day : 
It be think you negle& her, ſhe will hate you, 
Dec, $he cannot think ita Negled& in me 
To leave her with [berto and the Prince : 
Can ſhe have better company than they ? 
Ar, She may have ſafer z the Prince flies arall : 
You know,my Lord /berro was your Rival, 
Dee, Truc ; he and Pyyamena were contracted 
Upon condielonetunnelly agreed to) 


Andpr'y thee, Arviedo, tell me truly , 
Which of onr Titles doſt th6u think the belt # oo 
Ary. IT am no competent Judge ; bur ( queſtionleſs ) 


You would refolv't, before you _—_— her ; , 
2 4 


# 
% 
. 
. 
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It muſt nor now be queſtion'd, 
Dec, Not in publick ;. 
Bur in a Court of Conſcience, thou may'lt be 
Judge or Aſſiſtant ? 
Arv, How do y' mean Afﬀiittant > , 
Dec, I mean, it you conceive the Match unlawfut , 
You then may lawtully affiſt your Kinſman , 
To Cuckold me. 
Aru, Keepdiltance ; weſhall meer 
As Friends no more; I am thy Euemy , 
As much as thou art Enemy to Virtue 
Draw, I will fairly vindicate my Honour, 
Dec, I will not fight. 
"Arv. Draw, or | vow to kill thee: 
Ingrateful Villain, Is an Infamy 
All os return = mak'{t.for a-Friend's counſel , 
ainſt my Kuiſman's Opportunity ? 
Ngo it, S thou HhTR nor be a Wall , 
He an Adultcrer, I a Property.. 
I] talkno longer----" , 


Dec, Hear mc; bura-word.. 


oy 


Arv. Quick ; for my Wrong calls for a {wift Revenge. 


Dec, It needs not any 3 know,all I faid now , 
And all 1 did betorc,, when I brought Gold 
To work upon thy Poverty, and make thee 
For th adyantage poiſon thy great Kinſman , 
Was but to try the gallantry of thy Mind, 
Which I find.cqual to thy outward Beauty, 
Arv, No fooling now, 


Dec. If you believe me not, Decio delivers - 
Behold, I pur my lite into = hands, ' ) «p bis ſword, 
Arv..1 muſt believe th' Innocence of thar face; 


A thouſand times berter than ming-+-- 


Dee, 
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Dec, Doſt like it ? | 
Arv, Betterthan any face I ever ſaw. 
Dec. It ſeems, thou, and my Lord /berto 
Arenot alli'd in Judgment ; tor, my Siſter 
(Whole heart he broke ) was like me. 
Ary. To prcſerve 
So ſweet a Maid, I rather would have dy'd. 
Dec, Pray, wear this Ring for Ericina's lake , 
"Twas hers. 
Arv. The Diamond is a rich Stone , 
But Ey:cina's name doubles the value, 
Dec. Something from me you mult accept ; I know , 
You're neither Lord of Gold nor Silver-Mines, 
Arv, My Anceltor didſervice here in Naples , 
V'Vhich both the /zdies could not pay him for : 
It pleas'd the King to call him into Sparr , | 
And ſo his Branches (arthis diſtance ) wither'd, 
Dec, Here, take this Pure. 
Arv, I take no Purles, Sir, 
I am no Thick, I have more of the Merchant , 
The Money I receive will return. 
Dec, T'l ſhew thee how to pay.chis Debt, and leave * 
Me in Arrcar-: ger Dancers, and this Ev'ning 
Make mea Serenade, *tis only a Round : 
Well-danc'd, and a ſhort Song or two let's lee 
Thy Poetry ? 
Ary, 1 never ſtudi'dit, 
Yet naturally I'm a Ballet-maker , 
I'lkeep your Purfe, and lay out the Gold for you; 
Dec. Then I've the nobleſt Steward in che world. 
[ Exit Arviedo. 


Enter 
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Enter Cortulo. 
Cor. Good e'n; whar day's this ? 
Dec, St. Gennaro's day , 

Patron of Naples. ove 
Cor, And your Wedding-day, _* 

, I rake it + here's the Bridegroom, at his Paſtime, 

But where's the Bride 2 what Sport is (ſhe at ? Cards 

Who plays with her ? 

Dec, The Prince, 
Cor, The Prince is gone ; my 

My Lord 1berto plays with your Wie. 
Dec, I like that well---- 

Cor. And they're lock'd up ; you like 

That well too? | 
Dec, Do you grumble at.it, Slave? , ; 

Cannot my Wye be private with her Servant , 

But that my Servant mult take notice of it ? 

Cor, Why dol wait ? 
Dec. What did L hire thee for ? 

To be my Porter, and to guard-my Vie. 44 1 
Cor, Thazſhe may. cake her pleaſure undiſturi'd > 
Dec, That ſhe may rake het; plealure undiſhurb'd., 
Cor, But mult (he rake ig with -anorher man? 

Cannot you, Sir, content a-VVitc ? 

Dec, Nor you, Sir, 
Nor any man in Europe , with one Bqdy i; 
He ſooner might content her with one Gown, 
Cor, Then you'l allow your Lady a Gallant ? 
Dec, | hold it, Husband's Duty to: provide 
An Adjutany, 


F 


Cor. Th'Opinion's new, and(ſtrange. 
Deg, "Tis ſtrange, thar you (a Soldier) ſay 'tis new : ; 
Why ? 
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Why + Generals have Adjutants General. 
Cor. This I paſs over, look I never hear , 
In things of baſenels thar you uſe again 
The noble name of Soldiet, itI do, 
I'lay down your Commillion here, my Staff , 
And cut your throar. 
Dec, 'Thouknow'tt, Licurenant, I 
Love Soldiers, and have ſhew'd my love to thee , 
Relicv'd thy wants, becauſe thou wert a Soldier , 
A Suffcrer ; truſted thee with the guard 
Ot my fair Wite, becauſe thou halt the name 
Of a {tour Soldicr ; buc though LHovethee 
1 donot love thy humor, minc is fooling, 
And by a [caſter's Privilege 1 ſpeak 
Severethings againſt Women, as it we- 
Had no Jralian Wives but 44 ſſalinas , 
Burt I know many Poyt4as, gallant Ladies , 
Whole life, and death depends npon their Husbands, 
And wouldlt thou haveme jealous of my Wite ? 
Cor, Sir, I would have you jealous of your Honour, 
Dec. What Honour can be greater, than to ſee 
The Ladies-point at me, and call me, Mirrour 
Of Marri'd men, Mirrour of Marri d men ? 
Cor. They'l point at you, and call you,whar do youthink? 
Dec. Not Cuckold ? 
Cor. No, not Cuckold----- 
Dee, That were ſhameful. 
Cor, But this diſhonourable, They'l call you 
The baſeſt kind of Cuckold, Wirtall, Sir. 
Dec, How > Wirrall > that's an ugly name indeed, 
( Now thou haſt ſpoke to my capacity ) ; 
I'I not indurc it---but my Lord /berto 


May challenge me, 


Cor, 
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Cor, Againſt the world, I'l be 
Your Sccond. | 
Dec, I ſhall do brave things, I chink : 
Lead, Soldier; Devil > Witral ? I dehie thee. 
| [ Exeunt. 


Enter Filomarini ad Gioleppe, 

Gro, Hay ha, ha! 

Fil, This Laugh promiſes good news, 

Gro, If*t be not profitable news, 'tis pleaſant , ' 
Pray wiſh your old Camrade, Peralta, joy ; 
He's marri'd tro Menanthe. 

Fil. They're well match'd, 
Pirate and Cheat : the Gallies give'em joy. , 
Is this the pleaſant news ? 

Go, No, the ſport is , 
The two Chears mean tocozen one another. 

Fil, Why, ſure the Pirate will not cheat his Bride 2 

Gro, Ev'nof his firſt nights ſervice, he's in love 
With his Wife's Maid, his ſuppos'd Country-woman, 
Your Grand-child, ſhe has told it to your Miltris, 

Fil, But when Thieves fall out,methinks true men might 
Come by their own. 

Gro, This is the pleaſant news, 
Fritilla hopes to cozen the two Cheats. 


Enter Menanthe and Diacelia, Peralta followtng a-loof. 
Fil. See, fee, the Pirate--- 
Gro, How he tacks abour 
To weather her ?/ he's got to VVindward of her, 
Bur the ſmall Pinnace to the Lean-ward, proves 
The better Sailer. 
Fil, Lerus give'em Sea-room, =[Exeant Fil, & Giol, 
Me, 
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Me, Dog, Dog, Piratick Sea-dog---- 

\ Dis, ro. barn, Foray '. 

I\may miltake, believe your eyes , 


Thar Pillar will obſcure you, 
Me, Good, good Girl, ; Metanthe ſtands behind the 
Pillar and Peeps, 


Per, Fritills 2 hiſt, Fritil/a isſhe gone ? 
Dia, Her buſineſs requires haſte, and ſo does nune, 
Per. One little word with me, before you go. 
Dear Country-woman, pitty a poor Spartard , 
Or, like a Komasz Funeral], [ thall burn 
To aſhes for thy love. 
Da. For love to me ? 
You have a Wife. 
Per, Foh ! arich ſtinking Jew , 
Taken into my Body-Politick ; 
I marri'd anExpedient; nora Wite 
Jewels and Gold I marri'd. 
Me. ARope take thee , 
My Garter ( Rogue ) would ſerve z Queen Foan of Naples 
Hang'd up her Husband in her Wedding-garrer. 
Per, I took a rich Jade for her.wealth en. 
Me, Cheateddiredtly, all the Bootie's gone ; 
Body and Goods 1'l venture after it , 
But I'l revenge me on this Spaniſb Rogue, 
My Husband-Guſman. 
Per, Smile ſome conſolation. [ tards, 
Dia. Why, Don, think you here's ſuch a dearth of Spa- 
That I muſt be a Spaniſh Pirate's Wench ? 
Our Country-Fig, a Spaxtſb Fig for Pirares, 
Me. Would mine fakont in's guts, a Spaniſh Fi 


Would cure his Itch ; bur he (half ſmart, I'l ſcratchhimz 
The merry Greek will clw her —_ Don, 


Per, 


F24 
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Per. My Wench ? I ſcorn it , thou ſhalt be my Wife. 
Dia. The Church allows no man two Wives at once. 
Per. True ; bur this Marriage is a Nullity , 

'Tis within the Degrees prohibited ; 

My Mother was a Grectay, and her Father 

Was (I can prove it ) Brother to Menantbe , 

Th' old-woman's my Great-Aunt, 

Me. Olying Raskal ! | 
Per. But ſay thou wilt be maine, and 'tis enough , 
I'l hirea paſlage for's in the Pope's Galley , 
Thar's bound for Oft:a, and + 46 thee 
( Inthe face of the Church, my Girl ) at, Rome. 
Dra, You ſee I'm filent, 
Per. Silence gives conſent. 
Dta, No Captain. 
Per, Maids ſay no, and take it, Jewel ; 
NowT name Jewel, I will give Fritilla 
All Zugo's Jewels, 
Dia, It you keep one back , 

It is no Match, h 
Per, Amartchthen, - 

Dia, You mult ger _ 


My Grand-father's good-will. Here's your Great-Aunt. 


Exter Menanthe. 
Per. That we may bekept from commiring Incelt ; 
The Devil choak her ; heark you, pretty one , 
Lugo muſt not know we are marri'd, 
Me, I would he knew we were unmarri'd, Goat. 


| Enter Gioſeppe and Filomarini, | Et 
Gro, Madam, here's my Lord Lugo, | | 
Me,” Call Leandra, [ Exit Gioleppe. 


Emer 
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Emer Lugo. 

Fil, The Prince is come. 

Me, Wait him in, honeſt Draco. [ Exit Fil, 

Lug. Two thouſand Piſtols, Madam, I have brought you 
In new-coin'd Gold. | 

Per, 1'l give 'em to her Maid, [Peralta takes the bag. 

Me. Hey, Snap ! ſhe knows for what uſe they're deſign'd. 

Per, Aud I know for wharuſe your Maid's deſign'd, 


Enter Leandra, + ., , 
Me, My Lord, you've made a purchaſe of a Wite. 
Lug, T've purchas'd Happinels in ſo much Beauty ; 
Bur her ſweetneſs of Obedience. 
And Harmony of Nacture, all thoſe Worlds 


Of Muſick which Divine Pythagoras | 
Plac'd in the Planets, Where's the Prieſt 2 


Enter Salerno and Filomarini. 


Lean. Here's one 
That looks more like the Bride-groom than the Prieſt, 


Fil. 'Tis the Prince of Salerzo, [to Leandra. 
Lu7, What wind blows 
My couſin of Salerwo ? 
Dia. The Prince, Madam, [ to Leandra, 
Sal. Dire&ed'to the life by this fair Figure. 
He ſhews ber Piflure. 


Lug. Decliue his courtſhip ; [light him, 
Lean, Slight a Prince ? 
Me. Withdraw, I pry thec. 
Lean, Pry thee? pr'y thee ou 
(I never heard fo ſimple an old Soul 


When a Prince makes his firſt =_ s, withdraw ? 
2 2 


. Me. 
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Me, Icharge thee----- 

Lug. Do you hear who charges.you ? 

Y our Mother, never difobey'd. - 

Lean. There is 
A time for all things, for my Mother roo 
To be advis'd better rhan to enjoyn 
Il manners : leave a Prince that viſits me ? 

Lug. Not when your Mother (that groan'd for you) bids? 

Lear, 11 ask a queſtion firſt ; pray, Sir, how got you 
My Picture ? 

Sal. Madam, by a Miracle, 

Me. Gety'n. \ 

Lean. T1 (tay to hear che Miracle, 

Sal. Now for a Story to excuſe Love's Envoy. [ to Fil. 
"Twas news at Court, that the great Virtuoſo, . 
: Virgetio,was come from Rome to Naples , 

And had brought with him a rare Concave-glaſs , 
Made with Art more than Mathematical , 
Sothat upon a white Plane 'twould caſt of 
The Form or Species of the Man or Woman 
Any one wi(h'd to {ce ; to him 1 went 
( Out of an Airy curiofiry ) 
To ſee my Miſttis. 
Lean, And he ſhew'd you this > 
Sal. The form by which my Servant drew this Piece, _ 
"Lean. "This ? ( what a Villain was the Virtuoſo! ) 
This Miſtris > Mother, pardon---- 

Lug. Herfirſt fault. 

Mer, Take heed, my Girl, take heed of a Relapſe , 
If you forget your duty any more------ 
Lean, Then do not you remember ſuch a child, 


Emer 


-» 
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_ Enter Gioleppe. 

Gio. The Prieſt is ready. tt 

Lug. We are ready for him. 

Sal. I mult beg of you----- 

Lean. Ot me ? 

Luz, Hear him uot, 

Lean. Not hear a Prince that comes a begging to me ? 
I'l hear and anſwer : Sir, what's your command 2? 

Sal. Madam, my ſuir is, that you'l pleaſe to fit for 
Your Picture, _ | ſend you a grear Maſter, 
Shall lima it (rarely ) by the lite. 

Lean, He ſhall. 

Me. Daughter, he ſhall nor. 

Lean, Woman, Shall thy Men , 
Thoſe thouimploy'ſt : the Limner comes to.me , 
And I'l not have him Shall'd; | 

Me. VVoman ? 

Lean, Good VVoman , 

Meddle with thy own Matters, good Old VVoman. 

Me. Th Old VVoman's Morher to my fine Young Lady, 
If the be pleaſed ro remember it, . by 

Sal. Remember, thar youare a Prince's Miſtris. 

Lean, A Prince's Miſtris > though 'twas my Reſemblance 
That Miſtris could not be Leandya's Spirit ; 
I do remember, that you are my Mother , 
And once again I pray to be forgiven : 
Bur (end your Pitonceaiver, ir, I'lfit, 


If ſhe were all the Mothers under th' Sun. 
Fil, Go, leave the Prince to pauſe o'r, | to Leandra, 


Lug, Come, my Love. | 
Exeunt Lug. Lean,Menan.& Giol, 


Sal, She would be my Love roo, bur nor my Miſtris bo 
t 
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Bur, Miſtris, I may | Maſter od I may. 


Fil. You (hall; in my p— Sir, confide , 


Youth marches (afe that follows an old Guide. 
Enter IDccio and Corbulo. 
Cor. Your Wite comes, 
Der, I'm grown valiant now, Lieutenant , , 
I'l march, bur itand rhou---- 


Entevr —_— 
_ Centree for my Ca 
<p heart,l was at ſuch a Io 
Dec, Art Cards ? 
Py. No, I won all I play'd for : but I was 
At ch 2 loſs for want of thee =-- 
Dec. To fool ? | 
I know my duty, 'ris my Family-duty ; 
Tell me true, had'ſt thou ever marri'd me , 
But for the noble quality of fooling , 
hy -=_— for - Gifted man ? 


(I La Thar ls ) brib'd me. 
Dec, Tit Acknowledgment 
Is moſt ingenious ; 2t another time, 
T1 be as free with chee, and tell thee "wy 
I marri'd thee. 
Py. Will you not reilme now ? 


[ Exit Corb. 


Dec. Now you (hall tellmne , who play'd ar Carli with 


Py. None but my Lord /ber:o and] plar'd, 
Dec, Who waited? 

Py, No Body. 

Dec, No Page ? 

Py, No Page. 


Dec, 


[ Exeunt, 


J 


| 
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Dec, No Groom ? 
Py. No Groom ; I tel] you no body. 
Dec, What, not your Woman ? © - 
Py. Notwy Woman ; ' lack, 
How your tongue runs ? 
D-7, it any man, butT, ; 
Be private with my V Vife , is't tor her Honour ? 
Py. Is Honour trearcd of, by your {mall Poets 2 
Do y' find it among Gods and Goddelles ? 
Pray tell me, what s our Honour ? or Dithonour ? 
Dec, VVhar's th' Honour or Dithonour of a VVite 2 
'Tis at her death ( when clear unbyals'd Truth * 
Takes th' Inventory of her Vice and Virtue ) | 
The Toral Sum, th* Account that Fame gives of her, 
Py. How ? this is ſeace z thele are not Pator's words : 
This Husband is no Engin, bur a Man , 
A jealous Man ; 1 thall love Jealouſic , 
If it awake his Soul. 1'l try him further : [ aſide, 
But how gets Fame her good and bad Repous ? 
Dec, Ott cati a the drinking mouths,our Servants: 
VVe muſt becarctul of our Credit ( Love ) 
Unleſs wemeanro be our Servants Slaves, 
Py, Kiſs me ; yout ſhall find fault with me no more , 
Henceforth I will be jealous of my ſelt. 
Dec. Howe're you take it, it concerns you molt , 
If you miſcarry in your Honour, I' | , 
Shall (like a Merchant broke b his misfortune ) 
Be piry 0; but my VVite will be deſpis'd. . 
y. VVhat will this Man prove ? what ſhall I ſay to him? 
Iherto never was alone with me , | 
Bur by my Maids I made your Men believe't , 
To pur the ſenſe of Honor into you. 
Now you deſerve my Love, kiſs me again, 


Deg 
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Dec. Here's a new V Vedding on th' old VVedding-day , 


Erter Corbulo, 
Cor. Sir, a kind of Mask 
Is broughr you ( cheſe hard words ſtick in my throat ) 


E ater Arviedo. 
They call'r a Serenade, here's the Preſenter. 

Dec. My Arviede, welcome ; 'tis apparent, 
Thou wilt not _ thy friend in great Ingagements , 
Who art ſo punQual in a pronus Rd riff 

Arv, The ms man _— isnotin th' Bhcdis pow 
Nor fetter'd by Misfortune, and break ae promule,) 

a himſelf, he never can pret 
'To Honour more, 
Dec, Thou art the Soul of Honor. 


Enter the Evening ( 14 a Crown of Sha/ow'd Stars, and a 
' Clowdy Vesi with ſome ſmall Stars upon it ) 
brought tnwith to Winds, 
What's here 2 it th' Evening ( as I fancy it ) 
Could take a Viſible form , this would beours , 
A gloomy Evering, ſuddenly brought in 


By two Winds. 
Arv, Toa ghelſs gon, tis ſo intended.. 
Madam, I ouly pardon me , 
If you will, he mu Jus ws his Injunction, [ they ſit. 
Flajolet plays a far off, 
Song in Ditdegne. 


Evening. 7 am an —_ > dark 4s Night , 
Jack-wuh-the-Lantern bring a Light--=-- 


Jack. 


»” — 
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1 Jack, mhither, whither, whither 2 [ within, 
| Evening. Hither, bither, hither, | 

Jack. Thou art ſome pratling Eccho, of my making : 
Evening. Thou art a Fooliſh Fire, by thy miſtaking : 
1 am the Evening that creates thee, 


Enter Fack in a black Suir border'd with Glow-worms , a 
Coronet of Shaded Beams on his head, over it a' 
Paper Lantern with a Candle in't. 
Jack, M p Lantern and my C andle waits thee, 
Evening. Thoſe F lajolets that we beard play, 
Are Reapers who bave loſt thety way 3 
1 bey Play, they Stng, they Dance a- Round 5 
Lead them up , bere's Faery-ground, 


Chorus, 
Let the Men ware the Ditcbes , 
Maids, look to your Breetches , 
we'l ſcratch them with Briars and Thift les : 
When the Flajolets cry. , 

We are a-dry ;, 
Pona-water ſhall wet thetr Whiftles, 

[ Exeunt Evening, Winds, & Jack. 


Dec, Does Pyramena know this Dancing Lantern ? 

Py. The 1gns Fatuus I ſuppoſe ; ſome call ir 
Tack-with-the- Lantern, (ome, Will with the wiſp , [Clowns 
| Tis th* Evening's Falſe Light , which leads ſtumbling 
( O're Moors and Marches) into Bogs and Pits, 


The Violins and Flazolets play. 
Jack leads in the Reapers, the Men in their Halt- 
| Shirts and Linnen Drawers , the Maids in Straw- 
H Hats, 
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Hars,they ftumble,and their Sickles fall into the Scene, | | 
| They Dance in Figures, 
Ar the end of the firſt Dance Jack leads them out, and 
once or twice they thread the doors after himrhen they take 
hands,compals in Fark,Dance a Round, and Sing. 


Buff's a fine Sport, 

Ard fo's Courſe 0'-Park ; 

But both come ſhoyt 0 

Of a Dance in the Dark. 
we trip it completely-, 
The Pype ſounds ſo neatly : 
But that which ſurpaſſes | 
Is the breath of the Laſſes , 

O the pretty Rogues kiſs featly. 

[ Jack ru15 away ard leaves them to Humble out tn the dark, 


Arv. Now if the Bride and Bride-groom's patience 
Be not tormented with my Poetry---- 
Dec. Profels 'tis well, 'tis natural, it ſuits 
This Clowdy Evening : inalittle time 
Thou'lr make as pretry a Poet as my fel, 
. Il pay my thanks in Coin of the ſame Stamp , 
You ſhall fee th' Practice of my Mask ; I hope , 
Love, you'l be pleas'd ? 
Py. With any thing of yours. | 
Dec, That's the ſweet Clofe tro Arviedo's Muſique ; 
Th' expreſſion of your love unclowds the Evening ; [* 
Whar greater bleffing can from Heay'n deſcend ? 
Deczo is happy in a Wite and Friend. [ Exeunt, 


Aqtus | 
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Actus Quartus. 
Emer Decio and Corbulo, . 


Cor, | Taliass are the Prodigies of Malice ; 
No People under Heav'n, nor Fiends in Hell, 

Out-do us in the plotting out Revenges ; 
Burt a Deſign like yours i never heard of , 
Nor could believe it poſſible in Nature. / | / 
Yet, for Humanitie's ſake, ſtop your progrels. 

Dec. Diflwade me not, I'm leaf ro interceſſion, 

Cor, I know, 'twill grieve your ſoft Soul, when 'tis done'; 
Then how much better were it, not to do it ? 

Dec, If the Train I have laid would ſpring a Mine 
To blow up Naples, I'd give fire and periſh. 

Cor, Spare me. 

Dec, How ? 

Cor, I delire to be excus'd, 
Coybulo will notact in't, 

Dec, Bur he ſhall 
Thou haſt my Secret, and I have thy Oath : 
Diſpute nor, execute. 

Cor, Well,then I muſt, 
Bur you'l curſe th Inſtrument, 

Dec, The hand Divine. 
Moves ſuch an Inſtrument; the hand of Juftice 
Squares-Puniſhment adequate to rh' Offence ; 
Deſpair for Scorn is but due Recompence, 
My Cond lberzo's with his Regiment. 
And Arviedo gone aboard, to take 


H2 Leave 
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Leave of his Kinſman, when the youth returns 
To my houſe, bc you ſure you ler him in, 
My Wife may ſend Arvzds for Hterto. 
Leaveme; when ſtamp thus, bring in thy Meſlage, 
Exit Corbulo. 


; Enter Pyramena, 
They danc'd not il]? 

Py. Rarcly well. Dear, your projile ; 
Why did you marry me ? 

Dec, Ghels. 

Py. For my Fortune ? 

Dec. No, not. for Money.  Gheſs again, - 

Py, For Love ? 

Dec. Not tor love neither ; thou art a baſe Gheller, 
But I'l reſolve thee. I did marry thee 


( As th' ill-facd woman's Husband was made Cuckold : JS 
For (pight. 
Py, Ha, ha----- 


. Dec, 'mglad it makes you merry, 
Why, thou more fool than thou _—__ me, 
What Worm trepan'd thee, boar'd quite through thy skull 
Into thy dull brains, to think Deczo 
Would fced upon Reverſion of a Miftris ; 
A Miſtris to my mortal Enemy , 
My Siſter's Murdercr, /berto > 

Py, I doubr---- | 

Dec. Do'{t but doubt > Bondmaid, know thy Lord. 
At our lalt Conference, I caſt off my Clowd 
My Property, the Droll; now I appear 
My ſelf, a ſtern Venetian, principle 
Out of old Machtavel---\VWhen] marri'd thee , 
I marri'd { my dear Siſter ) thy Revenge 


Þ, 


Py. 


* 
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Py, How miſcrable have I made my elf ! 
Dec, Tomake me happy ; I have {cap'd the Wheel 
By marrying whee, I'd been broke every bone , 
Had I done that I came to Naples for , 
Poilon'd /terio any way but this----- 
I criump! in the ruins of his Love, 
His Soveraign is my Slave, my hated Slave, 
Py. Burt how haveI cranſgreſs'd ? in puniſhing 
Me tor him, are you jult ? 
De, No, I am crucl : "i 
All high Revenges mult diſpenſe with Juſtice. 
If I had to my tznd no other way , 
But like a VV itch to violate the Graye 
Of my (now bleſſed) Siſter Ericina , 
Who for her love to falſe 1berro dy'd , 
I would break up her hallow'd Marble ; Pear 
Her Scar-cloth ; ſcatter her ſweet Bones ; and calt 
Her dult in's face to blalt him, 
Py. Omy heart! 
Dec. 1 would not have ir broke, till it be bruis'd ; 
Until, by flow ( but Senſible ) degrees , 
I break the Idol which my Enemy worſhips, 
I know, your Hearts are like rwo Lutes rack'd up 
To the ſame pitch, and when I touch but one 
The other ( by n—— Sympathy ) 
Will (chough ar diltance) anſwer Nate by Note , 
With the ſame dying ſound; and that's the Muſique 
My heart ſo longs to hear, | [ He ſtamps, 


Enter Corbulo, 


Cor. A Meſſenger , 
Sent from the Verrce Paquet-boar, defires 


Thar you'l come to the Port, he ſays, the Searchers 


Have 
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Leave of his Kinſman, when the youth returns 

To my houſe, bc'you ſure you ler him in, 

My Wife may ſend Arvzedo tor /terto. 

Leaveme; when 1 ſtartip' thus, bring in thy Meſlage. 


Exit Corbulo. 


k Enter Pyramena. 
They danc'd not ill? | 
P;. Rarely well. Dear, your promile ; © 
Why did you marry me ? _. 
Dec. Ghels. 
Py. For my Fortune 2 ' JI: 
Dec. No, not.for Money. 'Gheſs again; / 
Py, For Love 2 | | 
Dec. Not for love neither ; 'thou art a baſe Gheller, 
But I'l reſolve thee. I did marry thee 
( As th' ill-facd woman's Husband was made Cuckold ) * 


For ſpight. | | 
Py. Fi ha----- 
Dec. I'm glad it makes you merry, 


Why, thou more fool than thou imagin'dſt me : 
What Worm trepan'd thee, boar'd quite through thy skull 
Into thy dull brains, to think Deczo | 
Would feed upon Reverſion of a Miftris : 
A Miſtris ro my mortal Enemy , 
My Siſter's Murderer, /berto > 
Py. I doubt---- | | 
Dec. Do'lt but doubt > Bondmaid,' know thy Lord. + 
At our lalt Contetence, I caſt off my Clowd , 
My Property, the Droll ; now I ap 
My ſelf, a ſtern Venetian, principled + 
Out of old Machrtavel---VVhenT marri'd thee F: 
- - I marri'd{ my dear Siſter) thy Revenge, 


Py. 
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Py, How miſcrable have I made my ſelf ! 
Dec. To make me happy ; I have fcap'd the Wheel 
By marrying thee, I'd been broke every bone , 
Had I done that I came to Naples for , 
Poiſon'd 1terio any way but this----- 
I criumph in the ruins of his Love, 
His Soveraign 1s my Slave, my hated Slave. 
Py. Bur how haveI cranſgreſs'd ? in puniſhing 
Me tor him, are you jult ? 
Dex. No, I am cruel : 
All high Revenges mult diſpenſe with Juſtice. 
If I had to my tznd no other way , 
But like a VVitch to violate the Graye 
Of my (now bleſſed) Siſter Ericina , 
Who for her love to falle 1berio dy'd , 
I would break up her hallow'd Marble z tear _ 
Her Sear-cloth ; ſcatter her ſweet Bones ; and caſt 
Her dult in's face to blalt him, 
Py. Omy heart! 
Dec. 1 would not have ir broke, till it be bruis'd ; 
Until, by flow (bur Senſible) degrees , | 
I break the Idol which my Enemy worſhips, . 
I know, your Hearts are like rwo Lutes rack'd up 
To the ſame pitch, and when I touch but one 
The other ( by myſterious Sympathy ) 
Will (rhough ar diſtance) anſwer Naxe by Note , 
With the ſame dying ſound; and that's the Muſique 


My heart ſo longs to hear. [ He ftamps, 


Enter Corbulo. 


Cor. A Meſſenger , 
Sent from the Verrce Paquet-boat, deſires 


That you'l come to the Port, he ſays, the Searchers 


Have 
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Have ſeiz'd your Trunk. 
Dec. Think ; like a Soul in Flames , 
"Think and rorment thy ſelf, till I return , 
And finiſh my great work, You are all arm'd ? 


Cor. Ready, when you ſay, Strike ; but---yer I've ſworn, 
Therefore I'] do it, 


Enter Arviedo. 
Dec. Arviedo's come ; 
I hope,ſhe'lſend him tor ferro. [Exeunt Dec. & Cor, 
Arv, Madam, look up, you (hall not be thus us'd 
By abaſe man ( how wasI couzen'd with him ! ) 
I've heard all, I'l call him to an account. 
Py, Is my Lord 1berio gone aboard, 
Arv. An hour ſince, but the Fle& rides till at Agchor 
I'lcake a Boat, and rel! him how 'tis with you; 
I know he'l come. 
Py. And let me ſpeak with him , 
Before you call Decto to an account : | 
Bur ler him bring no Soldiers, leſt the Porter 
Shut up the Gates ; Dear Arvredo, go. 
Arvy, Would I could flie. 
Fy. Haſt thou nor wings conceal'd ? 
Thou look'ſt like my Good-Angel. 
Arv, I hadnced . 


To borrow both his Vigilance and Speed. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Filomarini and Peralta. 
Fil, The eſt honour Draco's Family 
Yet ever had, is, that Captain Peralta 
{ The Glory and the Terror of our Nation ) \ 
Has a mind to my Grand-child, : 
Fer, Oh ! ſhe's pretty, 


Fil, 
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Fil, Prettineſs it ſelf I'wiſh her , for your ſake. 
Per. She's all that can be wiſh'd ; I've hir'd a pallage , 
The Maſter of his Holineſs's Gally , | 
Willland us in St. Peter's Patrimony , 
VVel ſtraightro Rome, there I'l marry Fritila, 
Fil, But your old VVife mult be left here in Naples. 
Per, Againſt the next Sicge : for when Ammunition 
Is ſpent, ſhe may do ſervice ; the old woman 
VVill make rare Gun-powder, ſhe's pure Salt-peret , 
Fil. I have been i'th' blind Alley, old fat Foar 
Melts her greaſe for you, (he has made your bed 
In your old Chamber. 4 
Per. Carctul Grand-father, 
I ſhall require thy pains. 
Fil, You'l find me honeſt : 
Thopeyou'l find my Granchild honelt roo , 
I mean not of her Body, ( as for that , 
You, that muſt be her Husband, may diſpoſe it ) 
But honeſt of her Mind your new Bride mult be 
- —_ by my Copie; Idareſwear 
tro redeem me (1f I were in pawn ) 
She would not rob y* of any of the Jewels 
( Which you have promis'&to intruſt her with ) 
Yet if ſhe would ſhe cannor. 
Per, For i'th* Street 
I march with my ſweet Pris'ner in my hand; 
And at my Chamber fold her in my arms. 
 Ftl. Are you ſohot? ſhe has a Julip for you, 
Your old Wife ſhall cure your Concupiſence. = [#ſide. 
Per, But ro my buſineſs, Grand-father, The Prince 
Offers not ar this breathing Shrine, Leandra , 
And there's no waiting for uncertain hopes ; 


Beſides I fear my Lord Filomarinm May 
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Have ſeiz'd your Trunk. 
Dec. Think ; like a Soul in Flames , 
"Think and rorment thy felf, till I return , 
And finiſh my great work, You are all arm'd ? 


Cor, Ready, when you ſay, Strike z bur---yer I've ſworn, 
Therefore I] do it, 


Exter Arviedo. 
Dec. Aruiedo's come ; 
I hope,ſhe'lſend him for ferro. [Exeunt Dec. & Cor, 
Arv, Madam, look up, you ſhall not be thus us'd 
By abaſe man ( how was couzen'd with him ! ) 
I've heard all, I'l call him ro an account, 
Py, Is my Lord 1berto gone aboard, 
Arv. An hour ſince, but the Fle& rides ſtill at Aychor 
I'Irake a Boat, and tell him how 'tis with you; 
I know he'l come. 
Ty. And let me ſpeak with him , 
Before you call Decto to an account : 
Bur ler him bring no Soldiers, leſt the Porter 
Shut up the Gates ; Dear A»vredo, go. 
Ary, Would I could flic. 
ry. Haſt thou not wings conceal'd ? 
Thou look'ſt like my Good-Angel. 
Arv, I had nced . 


To borrow both his Vigilance and Speed. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Filomarini azd Peralta. 
Fil, The greateſt honour Draco's Family 
Yet ever =. 4% that Captain Peralta 
( The Glory and the Terror of our Nation ) 
Has a mind to my Grand-child, 
. Ter, Oh! ſhe's pretty, 


Fil, 


III 
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Fil, Prettineſs it ſelf I'wiſh her , for your ſake. 
Per. She's all that can be wi(h'd ; I've hir'd a pallage , 
The Maſter of his Holineſs's Gally , | 
Will land us in St. Peter's Patrimony , 
VVel ſtraight to Rome, there T'l marry Fritilla, 
Fil, Bur your old VVife mult be left here in Naples. 
Per, Againſt the next Siege : for when Ammunition 
Is ſpent, ſhe may do ſervice; the old woman 
VVill make rare Gun-powder, ſhe's pure Salr-pete1 , 
Fil. I have been i'th' blind Alley, old fart Foar 
Melts her greaſe for you, (he has made your bed 
In your old Chamber. 
Per. Carcful Grand-father , 
I ſhall require thy pains. 
Fil, You'l find me honeſt : x 
Thopeyou'l find my Granchild honelt roo , 
I mean not of her Body, (as for that , 
You, that muſt be her Husband, may diſpoſe it ) 
But honeſt of her Mind your new Bride mult be 
_—_— by my Copic Idareſwear 
at to redeem me (1 I were in pawn ) 
She would not rob y* of any of the Jewels 
( Which you have promis'&to intruſt her with ) 
Yet if ſhe would ſhe cannor. 
Per, For i'th' Street 
I march with my ſweet Pris'ner in my hand; 
And at my Chamber fold her in my arms. 
Fil, Are you ſo hot ? ſhe has a fulip for you, 
Your old Wife ſhall cure your Concupiſence. = [#ſide. 
Per, But ro my buſineſs, Grand-father, The Prince 
Ofters not at this breathing Shrine, Leandra , 
And there's no waiting for uncertain hopes ; 


Beſides I fear my Lord Filomarins May 
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May come unlook'd for ; 1'l pack up my free-boot : 
Remember an hour hence, in the cloſe Walk. 


Exit Peralta, [Wax Lights on the Table, 


Erter Salerno, Leandra, Menanthe, Lugo, and Diacelia. 
Sal, All friends, all friends; hang Fear and Jealouſies. 
I ( Colen ) that came to your houſe this morning, 
To give your other Bride, that was my Miſtreſs , 
I will not ſtick at giving of Leandra. 
Lean. Pray hold your hand, my Mother will give mc. 


Dia, What means Leandra > { Men. and Lean whiſper, 


Fil. As you do, to follow 
Her Guardian's advice ; and yerſhe needs nor 
MyPrecepts, Nature has inſtructed her : 
Madam, be confident, (he'l demean her fel 
As it becomes a Daughter to your Father, - 
Me. Take her, Son finely put off the Fool Lugo, 
Lean, You muſt not then be angry, ifI rant 
As well at you as him, 
Me, I will not, Child, 


Lean, Then1'l ſpare neither. Dracelianow Þ [| to Dia. 


Shall ſee me do a younger Siſter's duty , 
Caſhicr your Bride-groom. Mother-Midnight, take 
Your Son-in-law and marry him your ſelf ; 
You.may as well obey me, as I you : 
I diſclaim you for Mother, him for Husband, 
' Lug. Havel with all thoſe thouſands purchas'd this ? 
What reaſon have you for diſowning me ? | 
Lean, What reaſon had you i Gown a Princels ? 
Lug, Would not you be a Princeſs ? 
Lean. IfI were, 
This Antient Gentlewoman ( tha, preſumes 
'To cal! her {elf my Mother ) thou 1d be rack'd 


” ” —_— 
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So long, till (he conteſs'd her ſelf ro be 
My Step-mother ; for could a Natural Mother . . 
Berray her Child to one that has no Honour 
Bur Title ? 
Lug. Blind Love, thou art off my hearr : 
And now with open eyes I ſee my tolly. 
.Were your Ambition pleas'd, were you a Princeſs , 
Were you an Angel, fince the Devil's in you , 
. Iwould notmarry you; I'l find a'\Vife 
That's not a wicked Daughter. 
Lean, Do, go home ,,_ 
'Tis time you ask forgiveneſs of your Bride, 
Lug. You, of your Mother ; but I'l pardon neither , 
Both (hall hear from me, ch* old Cheat, and young Rancer. 
[ Exit Lugo, 
Dia, So,1fo; my Game plays well, 
Me. Now he's ſhak'doff, 
My Child puts on her old Obedience : 
And on your Highneſs freely I beſtow 
( To be commanded what you pleaſe ) my Daughter. 
Leasx, Thy Daughter ? do'ſt chou in good earneſt think 
Thy ſelf my Mother > *' 
Me, Whart think'ſt thou ? 
Lean. Iknow , 
By my own Truth, my Mother was no Lyer ; 
I Go , by my Integrity, my Mother 
Could be no Cheat, and by my Modeſt 
I k,ow my Mother was no Bawd, "which you 
Would be to the Prince ; or elſe ( virtuous Madam ) 
I ſhould not be commanded whar he pleaſes. y;; 
Me. Wretch, thon wile break thy aged Mothers. heart. 
Lean, Through her Ear ; heark you, Beldam, {h:ſper. 
Me, Surc the Devil 
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Is her Intelligencer ; 'ris high time, | 
'Toſhift for one, the Rogue will give's the lip. 
Let's go, Friilla, Murd'rer ofthy Mother, 
Hear my laſt words, I leave thee to the Prince, 
[ Exewat Men, & Dia. 
Sal. You hear your Mother ? ſhe leaves you to me , 
By her Will Paroll, and thar is as good 
To all intents of Law, as 'twere in Wricing ; 
Beſides, you're left tothe wide world, no fortune , 
But that foretold tne by the Virtuoſo----- 
Lean. Thar I ſhould be your Miſtris ? that's your Servant, 
[ She takes wp one of the Wax-candles, 
Servant of Pleaſure, put me into waiting , 
Pray let me light you to your Bed-chamber ? 
[ Exit Filomarini, 
Sal. Byno means ; I ( your Servant ) will light you, 
Lean, The Taper better ſuits my Fortune, Str ; 
And 'tis diſcretion, cre I dorhe Fault , 
To pradtiſe how the Pepance will become me. 
Sal. You cannot think, you have ſo baſe a Servant 
As would fee his Miſtris doa publiquePenance ; 
Should my Lord-Cardinal here, - the whole College 
Of Cardinals at Kome, joyn to diſgrace thee, 
I'd have a Rendezvouz of all my Friends, 
And meet them in the head of a brave Army , 
To beat them into more Civility. 
Set down the Tapet. x. 2 
Lean. Not till 1 hzve found----- 
Sal, You have loft nothing ( to my knowledge) yet : 
What do you look for ? 
Lem, A room dark cnough 
- To cover a Maid's bluſhes, 
Sal. AsTI live , 
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The prettieſt humor'd Miſtris i'th* whole world, 
Why , do you look for darkneſs with a Light ? 
I'lblow it out---- 
Lean, You may extinguiſh this ; 
But who can blow out thoſe, the Lights of Heav'n ? 
The Stars ſtill ſee us. 
Sal. When we ſee not them ? 
If you mean the great Room, the Skie z 'ris dark, 
Not one Star there, 
Lean, Nor any Witnels here ? 
- Sal. Let's ſearch the Chamber. ---- 
Lean, Search the Cloſet firſt , 
Your Boſome; whoſoe're contracts a guilt 
Carries a clowd of Witnefles in his boſome, 
Sal, Her other Fits were Natural, ſhe's now 
In her Divine Fir. [ aſide. 
Lean, Has he got no feeling ? [ aſide, 
No ſenſe of Honour, in a Man of Honour ? 
You grow ſodull, I ſee, you'd be at reſt, 
And you 1not let me uſher you : good-night, 
Sal. Wu'r crols thy Fortune ? 
Lean. No, your Virtuoſo 
Is not ſo good, as1, at Fortune-telling ; - 
I'm rare at Phyſiognomie, I ſee 
My Fortune, wanton Prince, in your proud looks ; 
You think me too unworthy for a Wife , 
And I know, I'm too worthy for a Miltris, 
Again, Good-night. 
Sal. Askan thin but Marriage----- 
Lean, Any thing elſeI ſcorn, as you ſcorn me, 
Good-night for ever, 
Sal. 's a Paſſing-bell---- 
No Compoſition ? 


I 2 Lean, 
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Leaz, Not your Prince's Crown 

I'd rather carry. a Milk-pail on my head. [ Ext Lean, 
Sal. Well, go thy way, no Mcan man got that Spirit z -' 

IPt be her own air, not an humour pur 

Ito herby th' old Knave, in hope I'l marry her , 

And then her grateful hand mult feed th' old Begger 

With my Gold ; I've a Way to find the Plot , 

Andift be his, Il cut off the Projector. 


Enter Filomarini. 
Draco ? [ Sal. draws his Sword. 
Fil, Congratulates your Victory ; 
Nay your Sword, Sir, never made ſuch a Conquelt, 
Is the not unimaginable Sweetnels 
You have enjoy'd ? 
- Sal. I madeher a fair offer. 
Fil, Shetook it? 
Sal. Sooner ſhe'd have taken Ratsbane. 
Fil. You mean not to kill her, for being honeſt ? 
Sal, ButI meanto kill thee, for being a Knave , 
Old lying Tempter ; did ſt not thou ſuggeſt 
The {weetnels of her Diſpoſition , 
Her MidIncſs, Innocence, Obedience ? 
Fil. Sir, you're a Prince of Famous Memory , 
Thoſe were. my words, and I remember yours , 
Let none corrupt her Virtues but my ſelf : 
Yon wiſh'd her Virtuous, that you only might 
Have the debauching of her, I have done 
What you commanded ; it ſhe diſobey you , 
Becauſe ſhe's virtuous muſt I loſe my life 2 
Sal.. Sall not I ſheath my Sword in that Man's breaſt , 
Who has into my boſome flung Fire, Wild-fire , 
Notto be quench'd but cither in thy blood , 
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Or her fruition ; there's no third way ? yes , 
I'l marry het. | Pray 

Fil. ( Socunning ) Kill me firſt ; 
I would nor live, to fee your Highneſs marry 
The Daughter of a Cheat. 
Sal. Live, Draco, live 
High in our favour, I ſuſpe&ed thee 


To have a plot upon me, had I found 
Thy hand in't , the whole Earth ſhould not have fav'd thee : 


I will nox loſe thee now for the King's [ndies. 
Fil, And ſhall you loſe th* injoyment of Leandra > 
Shall ſuch Prince languiſh for ſuch a Toy , 
That's now at my diſpoſal ? to be plain , _ 
The Cheat her Mother, and Sea-Thief her Husband , 
Having rookt your poore Love-fick Couſin, L»20, 
Are fled away, Leandra left rome , 
But I've 2 Spte upon them, they will lodge 
With the fat Naples-Hoſteſs, at old Foar's : 
Sign me your Warrant, Il bring to your Palace 
The Cheats to morrow morning, bur this night 
Leandra to your bed. 
S#l, ComeT'l diſpatch thee , 
And when 'tis done, I1 give thee a-thouſand Crowns, 
Fil. And if I dot not, cur my throat in earneſt, . [ Exeuxt, 


Enter Menanthe, Joan, and Gioſeppe , with a 
- Dark-Lantern, | 


Me, Joan, haſt thou courage to abuſe Peralta ? 


Joan, Imbolden'd with your Sack ( for I have drunk 
[ to Gio. 


A portle of your bounty ) I'd fo fool 
The Knave av Buboa into honeſty , 


Tharhe ſhall ſtumble over his young Miltris , 


And 
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And fallupon's old Wite. 

Gio, Thou wilt be famous 
__ this ee ah s work. 


Foan, night, I will recovet 
The credit of good ; women of my bulk : 
Rogues ſha'nt ſay, all fat Holtelles are Bauds, 


Be Me-thinks, this merry Montter ſhould cheer you , 
Why do you cry ? for your ungratious Child ? 
Me. Notruly ( I've made my beſt of het ) [cry 
To thinkthat I ſhould wo ſuch a Villain, 
Gio, You your ſelt being ſuch an innocent creature ? 
Me. Send us good lack for the night's foul and dark, 
Gio, The hon for our knavery, They ſtay long ; 


Enter Filomarini, 
Here comes the Captain ? no, 'tis Captain Drake. 
Fil, Captain Peralta's at my heels ; ſtand cloſe. 
Gio, Huſht, and the old Grey-Cat ſhall catch her Mouſe 
Thar nibbles ar a young delicious Maid, 
You'l havea ſweet night, for he's high and hot, 
Me. 11 cool him with a Robbe ry,though I dic for't. 


Enter Peralta ith a Dark-Lantern in one band , leading 


Diaceli1 71: the other, ſhe wears the Coronet and 
knot of Dramonads, 


Dia, Well, Captain, you area complying Caprain , 
To truſt a1. with thoſe Jewels, nothin elle 
Could have made me truſt my ſelf in your hands : 
But now 1'! tollow you by Sea and Land, 
I:,Peace and War, I I fight too. 
Per. O brave Girl ! 


Dia. You've made me brave, the Maſter will miſtake 
My Coronct for Ariadne's Crown , 


And . 
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And in his knot of Diamonds find a Pole 
Tofail by, this dark night. 
* Per, Here is th' Ofteria , | 
We are landed at old Jeax's : Shipwtack'd i'th* Harbour ? 
Filomarini «nd Gioſeppe break their hands and 
catch up Peralta's Lantern, Gioſeppe and 
oan put Menanthe's hand into Peralta's : 
iacclia laying her cheek to' Menanthe's, 
ſpeaks to Peralta as if be beld ber by the band, 
My Lantern gone? F ritilla 2 
Dra, Here, Sir, here. 
Per. "Twas happy we were come to this blind Alley , 
The Streets are laid for me, I durtt not call 
Art any other houſe. Joan, Foar, why Foas, ? 
Foan, Sure I do hear Captain Peralta's voice : 
Heigh-ho, | 
Per. Why doſt thou ſigh, and ſpeak ſo faintly ? 
A Light, Joaz ? | : 
Foan, O good Captain, I beſeech you 
Name not a Light, That ever I was born 
To {ce the Lioks of Heaven 2? 
Per. Would I could ſee't , 
For *tis as dark as Hell, 
Joan, Hell's a ſweet place, 
If it be dark. 
Per, What, is the Devilin thee ? 
Joan, Not in me 3 but the Devil's in my Husband , 
He's run ſtark ſtaring mad, and plays the Devil 
When he ſecs an t, Sir : he ſtruck out 
My eldeſt Dayghter's Eyes, becauſe he ſaid 
They ſparkled : and my*Noſe was almoſt levell'd 


'. ( Pray feel, I wear a Patch ) becauſe 'rwas tipt , 


Onely a little ſprinkled with my Bortle , 


And 
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And hecri'd, 'twas a-hre. 
Per. Then you've no fire ? : 
Joan. Nor Candle, Sir, Glow-worm, nor Rotten wood, 
Not any thing that ſhines, beſides my Noſe , 
( And that's under a Cloud ) bur, Captain, you 
Know the old way to your Bed. 
Per. 11 lead thee, Dear. 
Joan. Is not your Rundlet of Sack well beſtow'd ? 
| [ to Gioleppe. 
Gio. Would 'twere a Hogſhead for thee,old Shee-Bully. 
Per, Why com'ſt not on ? 
Da. Oh foftly ; the raw Air 
Has made my Head ake, as 'rwould flieto pieces , 
And talking makes it worſe : ſweet Caprain, ask 
No Queſtions, for then I'm oblig'd to Anſwer ; 
Bur quietly to bed. 
Per, With all my heart, 
[ Exeunt Per. & Men. Gio, & Joan. 
Dia, Grand-farher,you muſt watch the Greek Impoltreſs. 
Or elſe (hel carry away the Bag of Gold ; 
I goa Bride-groom-catching , my old Servant, 
The Prince ſhall help me. 
Fil, And the Gold ſhallmeer thee, [ Exeunt, 


Exter Pyramena, 
Py, A woman, ſure, has two Souls, the one Noble, 
Tl/ other Baſe, and I've loſt my Noble Soul , 
Or elſe could Pyramena (that ſcorn'dlife 
This morning) now at night fear, like a Child , 
The Bug-bear we call Death ; ſay he (hould come , 
Death only comes with terrour tothe Happic , 
Tome hebrings a Blefling, begg'd in vain 
By thouſands, which, like me, have need to die z 
Alas 


| 
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Alas ! Death hears not, when the Wretched crie, 

But I've more need to live, that I may get 

A pardon for a Sin; bur little lefs | 

Than Perjury, and yet [ ſaw it not 

(Ev'nwhen it pull'd down ruine on my head ) 

So long as Spleen and Self-will blinded me , 

Till Milery open'd my eyes * and now 

I ſhall not ſee his face that would forgive me ? 


Enter Iberiots bis Gorget, Arviedo following, 
* How I belie my Happineſs ! -he's here 
Oh! O Zero, [ ſbe kneels, 
Iher, Fie, Pyramena , 
Why do you kneel ro me ? 
Py. I muſt nor riſe , __/ 
Till you pronounce 
ther, For what fault ? 
Py. You ſpeak, as if I would our-face it ſtill ; 
For the molt foul of all faults , breach of Faith , 
For paſſing to another Man your Right, 
Your Pyramena, '- 
Iher. Riſe, I pardon thee. 
Py. Bur will /berio love me 2 
Iher, 'As a Friend. 
Py, Not as a Wile ? 
the. You a _— 's Rich 
You know I've forfeited my Right in you. 
Py. In my own words molt juſtly I am anſwer'd. 


Peace of Soul, all Delights chat make Life ſweet , 
Ee. New” chere's oatrhing iachy B 

 Jher, Stay, 's in thy Eyes 

That makes thy wiſhes ineffectual , 

Thou look'ſt wild. _ »y, 
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Py. Why ſhould you concern your ſelf 
How I look > do you think e/Exeas car'd 
How Dido look'd, when ſhe ſaw him Imbark ? 
Iher. The Clay a Lover's made of, will not mould . 
A politician ; I can bend my brow | 
No longer. 'Tis thy Wedding-night, and yet 
Not Bed-time :- thou art ſtill untouch'd 2 
Py. A Virgin. 
ther. Then thou art mine, I will put in my Claim 
- At Rome ; the Court, the Rota, mult declare 
Hs Man and Vite, thither I'l ſend the Caſe 
By the Pope's Galley, which to morrow morning 
Leaves the Fleet, and Tacks off for Oftia , 
To give our Holy Father an account 
Of our Yenetian Levies ; till we have! 
The Judgment of the Court, we'l live ja Cana, | 
Arv. Talk,when you're ſafe out of this dangeroys place. 
Madam, I can fix you with dgulle 
Iber, No, Pyramena, boldly (hew your face , 
For if the Porter queſtion us 1 kill han. _. I 
Iberio draws, as he leaas off Pyrameng, . 
Corbulo and Vindex enter with Fixe= 
Ln = in Fe hands. W * | 
Coy, The Porter ſtands as fair to ſhoot y >xd(bi 
Unleſs you yield ( and preſently) ro — id | ahi 
We give no quarter. a i ene. 


. 1her, Villain, ſhogt, 


4 


F ?y. Hold, Soldiers * Ga m_ 
INCC L ICC, my: ous 1g agatatt 
Le Lard, by Expiatory blood , 

me. . . ; , | 


Cor, You ſhall be talkt withallanon ;  - ad 
Will you lay down your ſword ? tis your Bſk Sungmons., 
, Ibex, 
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Iber, My Sword was made for no baſe hand, T'l die 
Thus, like a Soldier : die thou, like a Murd'rer , 
Broke on the VVheel. | 


Yield, or they ſhoot me. Sbe runs to Iberio, ſtands be- 


Iber, Thou art ſafe. There,Slaves,[ he fltngs down bis ſword, 

'Tis ſhe thar has diſarm'd me. 
Emer Decio. 

Dec, Now, a man 
May bid my Lord welcome, ( without a Dance ) 
To's own, not his Wife's Houſe z and tbving Wite 
( Whether you are his Wite, or mine ) you ſhall 
Embrace no more : bind both their arms, and bear'em 

[ Cor, and Vindex bind the three Priſoners, 

To th* place of Execution, 

ther, What dearh ? 

Dec, Such notice as thou gav'it my murder'd Sifter 
Of that baſe Robbery, when thou itol'ſt thy (elf 
From her at Pais, | mean to give thee 
Of the Intrigue of her Revenge: Bur know,, 
Betore ſhe Fd, Ipromis'd Erica 
To kill rhee in the Joys of thy new Loye ; 
Therefore when you and Pyramera quarrel q, 
I held my hand, torbore to poiſon you , 
And from her Hatred to your Jealous Nature , 
Won her to marry me or my Free humour ; 
Then gave you way to reconcile your ſelves , 
That ſo I mighe get you into my power. 
Go thou, and marry het inthe _ world. gs 

2 
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Bear 'cm to death, | 

Vin, Let him ; I will not (tir , 
Unleſs 'r bero unbind them. 

Dec. Dar'it chouzalk ? - 

Vin, Freelier yet; {ct them at Liberty, . 
Or I'l unriddle You : did not theſe hands 
Bury the Body of----- | 

Cor, Brav'd by a Slaye ? 5 Corbulodiſarms Vindexzand 

offers to knock out bis Brains, 

Dec. Hold thy hand Corbulo : YVepdex, hear thy doom, 
Die ; or be honeſt, and live rich and free, 

Vin, Life's \weet, when handſomely accommodared ; 
Give me my tools again, and let's to work. 

Iter, Comets, that riſe and ſhine a while like Stars , .. 
Will down again and ſtink : Slaves will be Slaves. 

Dec, Seecheir laſt Draught prepar'd, as I directed. 

Ty, Spit our thy Poyſon now for both of us, 

Dee, I {atisfie your longing, 

Iber. Arviedo, | 
Diſcover thy ſelf to him ; when he hears 
Thy name, twill ſhake the bloody Butcher's Knite 
Our of his hand. 

Arv, No, my Lord, I will never 
Owe my life to your Murd'rer z "tis my glory. 

I die with you, whoſe bountcous hand has kept me 
Thus long alive. | 

ther, Thou haſt the old Man's Soul , 
Had 1 his Sword----- 

Dec. It ſhould ſave none of you ; 

 YetTve a private kindneſs forthe Youth , 
T'! bring him to a Prieſt before he dies ; - 
But no Sword ſhall redcem him from theſe arms, 
My long-mock'd Fury, like av Army's rage 
That 
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That torms a Town, ſhall ſpare no Sex, nor Age. , [ Exewnt, 


De i  cC——_—_—z ——_—  — 


Actus Quintus, 


Enter Peralta-in bus Night-gown, FR” 
Leſs me ! ( thar's more: thanlI have ſaid this ſev'n 


years ) 
Come out old Hag, was't you that caſt the Miſt 
Before my eyes ? A 
Enter Mcnanthe, a Sword in ber right band, 
| in ber left the Bag of Gold. 
- Me, Yes, Captain-Coxcomb, I ; 
- I, brave Sea-Capxain, I remov'd the-Lights 
- Outof your Admiral : I rais'd the Fog 
Wherein my Man of War was loſt, and all 
The Gold aboard him ſhipwrack'd, I leftnothing 
To keep polleſſion for him, not a Cat 
To ſpit Fire : bur could/{t thou riot fee the Beacons ?- 
[ She points to ber eyes; 
Per, Fire will take thoſe eyes, Virch, when thou arr burn'd, 
my now as dark as thoſe rooms yelter-nighr, 
Well, Night-mare, you have had your pleaſure of me , 
You do not mean to rob me ? 
Me. Keep of, Captain, | 
And do not you fore-ſpeak me ; for I mean 
To rob thee of this Gold, and pay my ſelf, 
Like Wenches that have wit, for my Night's lodging ; 
Once in my life I'] make prize of a Pirate. 
Advance, and if I kill thee not, hang me. 
Per. Let medic, if I do n't begin ro love 
Thy wit and fpirit above all young fleth ;' 
Thou art an old. Virago. - 


— 


Per, 


we: - Me, : 
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" Ae, I havewirt 
| And courage enough, Captain, to keep thee * 
From any more embraces, 
Per. Nay, then be '- * 
Incredulous at thy peril, twice that Gold 
Will never purchaſe ſuch a Bed-fellow. 
Me, If there were any troth in ſuch a Husband , 
L like thee for a Bed-fellow, but---- 
Per, No but 5 
VWu'r have me ſwear ? 
Me, Haſt thou not ſworn and broke ? 
Per. An Oath for Form-ſake meerly ,, Matrimony 
Is ſworn of courſe ; but now I'l marry thee 
The Sea-way, as the Duke of Fenice marries 
The Gulf, make all that Gold into a Ring , 
And caſt it into thee, | 
Me. Explain your ſelf. | 
Per, That is, firſt, as the true Proprietor 
I 1 take the plunder to my ſelf, and then 
Return thee All. 
Me. Swear, 
Per, As I hopeto 
Being truſs'd up ar the Main-yard, I'd dot. [thee. 
Me. There's Gold and Sword ; and now I hope pleaſe 
Per, And1['] perform with thee, as the old Romans 
Did with Tarpera, who berrai'd for Gold 
The Capitol : Thou ſhalr have the full Agreement, 
All, Gold, and Sword, 
Me, You willnot ? 
Per, Pray, or curſe , 
For to the Pot thou go'(t. 
we, Then you're 2 Rogue, 
' Per, Did you duubr that ? thus I reſolve thee, - 
Me. Hclp! Enter 


The Slighted Maid. 71 


Entey Officers, Filomarini aud Gioſeppe , the Officers ſ»12e 
Peralta and Menanthe, Gioſeppe takes the:bag of Gold, 
Fil, Fight with your Wife > fie, the Prince of Salerno 

Would ſpeak with = ; look to your Priſoner, 

He catches at your Bills ; I tell thee, Caprain , 

The Prince will only ſpeak, nor fighe, with thee. 

Per, Nay, if I muſt not fight, 1 will nor ſpeak”, 
The torture ſhall not.ger out one word more, 
Fil, Thou haſt che Bag ? 
Gto, Yes, the whole Cheat's tecover'd. | Exennt, 


Enter Saletno-ard Lugo. 

Sal. Then:thou art cheated, Couſin ? 

Lug. Almoſtruin'd. 

Sal. I would not ctedir the Report, but now- 
That you confirm it, I am fatisfi'd : | 
That's all my buſineſs. . | 

Lug. You aretoo Noble 
Toſend for me to ſcorn my wants, I hope 
You ſummon me tv berrer 'my condition, 

Sal. On cafietearms.” 

Lug.Bur I have nothing lett 
To make tearms our of, | 

Sal.. Is yourBridelolt too ? | 

Lug. Suppole She were tor; think you, F wonld make 
Tearms out of Her ? 

Sal, Coufin, you do nar love her , 

Thar's publick : were irther il] mov'd, rowiſh 
You would reſign her rottie, your hear Kinſmin ,** 
Who lov'd her firſt ? 'tis to give me your trouble; 
But if you pleaſe, ſellme your Title to her ; 


To better your Condition, take my Title - 
'zO 


Near Fore del Volcane.. 
Lug. Iam poor , | 
But ere my poverty be w, ought u 
To make a lale of Love, T'l ſterve. A Prince--- 


L cook't for granted.that you lov'd hernor, 

Lug. I was(o tar from loving (once to day ) 
That nothing was more odious tomy heart 
Than'Dracelza, 

Sal, Whar hasalcer'd you'? 


Leandra, her Impiety tefleged 
Th lical Form of Dracelia's Virtues ; 


3 Bating the luſtre of the Cand#an Habit, 
Leandraſtains not Diacelia, .. | 
Sal. And now you would enjoy her ? + 
Lug. Rather her 
Than all the Earth, | 
\ Sal. And, Coulih, you ſhall have her, 
She plotted this Examunation'for you ; 
Appear ſweet Princeſs Dracelia, 


Lug. Dear, can you pardon? ....... 
DR Can you love ? Mets bs 
Lug. For ever. 


Sal, 1d part of your Fortune. 
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To the fair Houſe and Lordſhip ( which you know ) 


Sal. Stay, I perceive I move on a wrong ground, 
Lug, The lovely Face with the deformed Mind , 


© ANeris their odds ſogreat berween their Beauties , - 


S © 


Enter Diacelia in ber Veal, © 


TY) p 


. Enter 


n—_— . 
\ . 


Sal. Takes off ber Veil and diſcovers the Fewels. 
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Enter Officers, Priſoners, and Gio, who Lolds up the Bay, 
> airing 


Gro, Thereſt's-here : 
And here's an honeſt Spic, G:oſeppe, Maſter 
Of che oe an to Naples brought from Candy 
You, Madam, and my Lord Filomariz , 
By whoſe command I pur to Sea again , 
Purſu'd the Greek Cheat to Conitantinople , 
Gave her intelligence that a Renegado 
Meant to inform againſt her, for i 
Her Maſter the Prince of Bulgaria's Jewels, 
Which did by right of Conqueſt appertair . 
To the Great Turk : for this Lic ſhe receiv'd me 
* Into her Service : working on her Fears 
To Genoa I drew her , tic'd her thence } 
With Golden Hopes to Naples, What ſay'ſt, Cheat, 


Me. 1 \ay, 
The hopes of prodigal Neopolitars 
Could never have got me robring Lend 
To Naples, but that you in your Diſguiſe 
'- With your new Spaniſh name Hoſepe ( tricks 
I dream'd not off ) fool'd me into belief, 
That you your ſelf and my Lord Filomarixs 
Were our ar Sea upon a ſecond Yoyage 
To Twrky in purſute of mie, and ebus | | 
Ad bet ul 1 hope you park 
d being quit, ou'l pardon me. | 
Gio, The Chelt o Dad ( which you robb'd me of , 
When you dom ot Fare) I forgtve thee: Ger 
Thar only was injury to my lelf, HW 


But, Cheat, you know, there's a great injur'd perſon<---—- 
L Enter 
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Enter Filomarini, 
Fil, The Party's come. | 
Sal. The thoutand Crowns are thine ; | Exit Fil, 
Bring her in : bid th' Officers leave the room, 
[ Exeumt Officers and Priſoner. 
Gio, Clear the room there ; » my Lord, you and the 


Princeſs 
May tarry, for you'l find your ſelves concern'd. 


Enter Filomarini, be grves Leandre to the Prince. 
Fil. Leandra's yours, 


Sal, Had you nor better been ' 
My Miltris 6 your own accord ? you 're now 


Brought as an Offeringro my Bed,'ris ready. 
Lean, Is roo ? 
Sal. For 


Lean. To To your = A Bed a Lawful Bed ; 
[nto unlawful Sheets I'l never come, 


Sal, Rogue-Drace, haſt not thou ingag'd thy throat ? 
. ®ſcovers hrmſel. 
Fil, Here, cutit. 


Sal. Uncle ? Is this your Sea-voyage > 
What meant you ? I 


| Fli, Toreclaim you and my fon. : 


He is reform'd ; bur, ; Mile{symonger, you 
Scarce pleas'd with ww 7p handred Venues, 
hr gmcner eurh ? 
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ſont... pight aft; ſhe'Lnot be a Miſtris, * 
\ 5 + | err forſome fo rcfpets 
hy" ave done my endeavours 
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To joyn you,and Leandra likes you well : 
What is'robſtruts the Match ? 


Sal. Nothing, if = 
( From beingan old Pimp ) in an inſtantcan 
Become a Saunt, work Miracles : make her 
Good-natur'd, and rhe Cheat her Mother honeſt. 

Fil, Bring in the Pris'ners. 

Enter Officers and Priſoners. 


Look me inthe face, 
Thou know'ſt me, and my wrongs ; confefsthe truth 
And live ; or----- { Menanthe kneels, 


Me. I confeſs, VWhen the Venetian 
Fought with the T#r# in _ ; my old Maſter 
Prince of Bulgarta, ſo valiant y 

7d the Mahometans who from's Anceſtor 

Had took the Principality, that he fell 
Into an Ambuſh, andreceiv'd a hurr 
Of which he di'd, and by his VVill left you! 
( His fellow-Soldter in the Candian War ) 
Guardian to his two Daughters. | 


Sal, How ! two ers ! 
Fil, What if Leandra now ſhould prove a Princeſs ? 


Me. I confeſs, Thar the Prince pur me, his Landreſs, 
To wait on's you ger Child, Princeſs Leandra ; 
But when I ſaw my hopes to raiſe my ſelf 
Out of my Maſters Treaſure, fruſtrated, 
” his intruſting you, my Lord; the Jewels 

tred ro my charge I took away , 
And ſtole this love id, upon whole ruines 
I was reſolv'&ro build my ſelf a Fortune. | 
But ſure the Prince was more to blame than I , 
For Placing a mean Wretch ſo near a Princeſs. -- F 
Fil, What ? have I made a ue Lag? 
| 2 
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Am] at home > may Drake now Moor his Ship ? 
Is the good-natur'd, and her Mother honelt 2 
Sal. And I moſt happy in thee, dear Leandra. 
Lean, T1 aufwer, like an Oracle, in Heroicks ; 
Moſt happy in a Wife the Prince may prove , 
Not in Leandra, (he'l have Love for Love. 
Sal. If you admit of Love upon Love's ſcore , | 
Then I may challenge you. 
Lean, And thouſands more. 
VWhar ſhare can I expeCin ſuch a heart , 
Where every pretty Miſtris claims a Part ? 
- Sal. A Pathor. for all Beauties I muſt own ; 
Bur they arcall contain'd in you aloe. * | 
Believe me, for my Word is a Decrce. | l. 
Len, Did you nor paſs your word, that You in Mc | 
Should be Mott Happy, which is Molt Untrue 
Becauſe I am as Happy, Sir, in You. 
: = This comes off well, No on __ forth ſo clear -. 
s through a Clowd, no Joy as through a Fear, 
Equally Happy Q wm ) we — 
Pane CAnd equally your Happineſs we ſhare. 
Fil. Captain, if you have any thing to ſay---- 
Per, I've made a refolutiou to ſay nothing. 
Fil. Then 'l ſpeak for thee : Lygo, did not I 
Tell thee art firſt Peralta was a Knave , 
A Cheater ? 'To the,cozening of thy ſelf 
Thou art an Accellary, eas we ! | 
Mufteither Puniſh both, or Pardon both. 
So Captain, (for that ſometimes thou haſt been 


Þ 


Burl diſcharge my Friendſhip too ; be gone : if 
Naj, take your Baggage with you, worthy Captain NI br 
t 
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But lerthis be ( as Pardons that are got 
In ycars of Jubilee) no-l,couragement 
To Vice, thoughyou ſcape Jultxce, 
Per, Not ſocleatly ; | 
For we are (till condemn'd to one another, | 
| | [ Exeunt Per, & Me. 
Fil. The thouſand Crowns you owe me, pay Graſeppe, 
To make up his Reward. | | 


Sal. Uncle, 1 will. 
Fil, And now that you and my Son have got Ladies, 


'Tis time to carry them to Decio's Mask. 


Sal. Aloonthen, Scenes of Mirth we may expe&t. .- 
[ Exepnt, 


Enter Decio «nd Corbulo., 

Dec, Rare Poiſon ! how:fudgenly it diſpatch'd chem ? 
'Tis done, and bravely done. | 

Cor, "Twas bravely ſufter'd. 

Dec. And yet his Lordihip ſtoopt to make a ſuit, 

Cor, But _ > when Pyramena did reſolve 
To drink firſt, then 1berrointreated 
The ſame Cup might be fill'd again for him : 
In that requeſt to you he courted her. 

Dec, 1 muſt confeſs, Man never (hew'd more courage, 

Cor. Nor Woman greater ſenſe of Love, and leſs 
Of Death ; her laſt words I ſhall ne'r forger. 

Dec. Nor (hall the World forger them, for I'l be 
At charge of ſetting up their Monument : 
Firſt, in the Marble ſhall be grav'd this Title, ; 
The Poifon'd Lovers , then his Epitaph , 


Perhaps the Title moves thee not, but hear _ 
The Ladies laft words, and thow It drop 4 Tyar, 


* 7. 2 * | . 
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' Whenfaireft had drunk up 
The Poiſon, and ber Lover took the E | 
She ſaid, Not This ve drank, but tthow art 
l To pledge me, That ( Iberio ) breaks my beart. 


Does it not ſtrike rhee ? 

Cor. Sadly. | 

Dec, Ha-ha-ha. 
What if I had their Figures caſt in Braſs , 
As they are lying on my Bed, ? 


Th' Obje& has made me dull, "Fl have ſome murth, ; 
Make ready for the Mask : but firft releafe 
Arviedo, and toſhew that he's no Pris'ner , 

Give him his Sword : i'th' Gallery I'l meer him. 


[ Exit Corbulo. 


My ſpleen abates, I've follow'd it too far. 
Who's there ? 


Enter Vindex with a Sword in bes bard, 
Vin, I, Vindex. 
Dec. Ha LTYhs ſent for thee ? 
How &ar'ſt thou preſs upon our Privacy ? 
What would'ſt foo hn 2 + 
Vin. 
A Line to bound-an  Infnieyou Raye : 
Thereis too much of Tiger's Hd25. hl 
.I come to let t'out---— 
Dec, To murder mie? 
Help! murder! '* * pd” whos 
Vis. Peace or this [hat] hens you : {| Vit. draws, 
Yer, if you let me alone, I do not come - _ 
To kill you. '* 4 
Dec, What's bY intention of thy coming ? 


Vim, 


Before t ( 
Semen Oy rage Cn Re 
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Vis, To keep you from commiring of more murders :. 
You have ſent Corbulo for Arviedo , | 
Already I am witneſs to two proofs 
Of your ſtrange fury, I'] prevent athird. 
Dec, Thaw COIneInepans priſoner ? ' 


Vin, Aty neg 
You ſhall not r the world of a young age ry 
Dec, Know'lt thou Arvieds ? | 
| Vin, No, all's one for that, 
[ hear the Gentleman's a Child of Honour: 
[ pitty him. 
Dec, Ilovehan. -- 
Fin, Who'l believe'you ? 
Enter Arviedo and draws bis Sword, © 
Arv, Prodigious! a Slave drawn upon his Lord ? 
Thy Sward > \ 
in You noe rake from me your Deen 
Arv, Villain, defend thy telt. 


Vin, I amtoo honeſt , 


Are. Pay ir rho Sy roo 
chad ben happy for thee TY 


brave Kinſman EO What, 
Which I qauſt rid the works of. 
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” Dec. In your breaſt 
There's more of en than to or of abi 
Thar is + was ) def, | | 
Arv, Where's thy! norm > 
Dec, V'th' Gallery, the'place where Cortulo 
A op you ro meet : lead, Sir, from me 
Lied (hall have ſatisfaRtion , and cs 
——_ from you, | 
'I do you right, | 
Adk any thing wich your Sworditi your wht 
ſhall be ola lad to find you ſo much Man. 
m_ ow much of Man is in me, you ſhall trie : | 


Enter Corbulo and a Servant , with one-Ey'd Vizards 
| 11 ft their hands, | 
Serv. Why one Eye in the fore-head of my Vizard? 
Cor. Grear Puppy,/ſhould a Cyclop have A Eyes ? 
On with your Cyclop face, the Masks beginning, 


Enter Salerno, Leandra, Lago, Diacelia. . 
The Prince > Theſe Chairs are for you and Fas $i 
_ Sal. WherdisDeaie 2: 1 , go "il; _ as if 
©. Ca; He'l wait upon your Highnels; 114 ,. 4; 


*a The Scene Vulcan's Court ,” over it it writ 'Fo 1 
Volcane. 397 {A Muſiqe, guts fr efran oat 2 age 


OV vd It ov Y'461 30 


Enter Gm co yr ern 


| 1/338 enV: 3 7: 
« Why does Aurora ay ſow bey Cloud 
ws To drowfie Phoebus cry ſo Loud ? 


.. 


I'l make you mine, os by your hand | dye. '',, [Exent. 


— 


Aur, | 


Phceb, 


Aur, 


Phceb, 
Aur, 


Phceb, 


Aur, 
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Put on thy Beams  riſe,( no regard | 

To a young Goddeſs, that lies hard 

In th* old Man's boſome 2 ) riſe for ſhame, 

And ſhine my Cloud 11t0 a Flame, 

Oblige me not beyond my pow'r , 

I maſt not riſe before my our, 

Before thy bowr 2 look down, and ſee , 

In vain tbe Perſian kneels to thee , 

And 1 ( mock'd by the glem'ring Shade ) 

A ſad miſtake in Naples made ; 

Like Pliny 1 bad loit my life , 

IF I bad been a Mortal wife, 

Thou cam'ſt too near the Burning Mount 

Veluvio ? s 

Upon thy account , 

For I took Clouds of Smoke and Fire , 

( YVVhich bere from Vulcan's Court expire ) 

For Morning-ftreaks, Blew, VVbite, and Red, 

T hat Rouſe me from cold Tithon's Bed, 
Phebus enters with his Beams on. 

Charge not upon me for a Crime , 

T hat 1 ſtaid th' utmoſt point of time , 

Before 1 would put off my Bays , 

And on Naples ſhed my Rays, | 

V here ach a miſchief they bave done , 

As will make Venus bate tbe Sun , 

Diſcovering to Valcan's eye 

VV here ſhe and Mars embracing lie, 

I'm ſorry Mars and Venus bad 

Such Prruacy : but | am glad 

That Phcebus does at laſt appear 

To ſhine away Aurora's Fear, 


M Phceb. 
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Phceb, hat frighted thee 2 
Aur, 1 know not what ; 

But thoit tnos?(f all; what Hoiſe is that 2 © Within 


Phoeb, * Tis Vulcan, in 4 greater Heat Valtan roars - 
Than th' Irons by bis Cyclops beat : out , No 
He makes the horroar of that noiſe work, Rogues? 


Teaching and Kiothing bis great Boys , 

( From bamm'#i1/g out Jove's 1 bunder ) 
To File arid Poliſh Vulcan's Net , 

which be | catch Mats and Venus 14, 


Aur. What now? [ Laughing within. 
Phoeb, To laugh the Smiths begin: - 
At furious Vulcan ( halting off 
To meaſure bis wife's Bed ) they ſcoff. l 
Aur. 1'l leave theplate ; 1 can no more I 
Endure the Laughter than the Koay.” 
[ Tuning within, 


Phoeb. Heark, they record, they! Ng anon ; 

| *I1s time for Phoebus to be gone : 

; For vinefo, Lyrick Meesbes 
The God of Muſique cannot fy . 

| [ Exeunt Phxbus and Aurora. 


The Cylops Song ( within ) 


Cry our Wave, ( Sooty Felloth+ , 
of the Forge and the Bellows ) 
Has Fove any Oaks torend ? 
Has Ceres Sickles to mend ? 
Wants Neptune a Watcr-Fork ? 
All theſe are the Cyclops work : 
But to Wire-draw Trou-rods , 
To File Nets to catch the Gods , | 
| What 
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What can make our fingers ſo fine ; 
Drink, driz, wine, Lippati-wine, 


Chorus. 
. Smoke, Smoke breeds the Tſich , 
Wine, Wine's the beſt Phyſick , 
For every Cyclop afull Kan 
Our 1 earms runs thus , 
Some Wine for Us , 
, Or no Net for our Maſter Vulcan, 


Enter Vulcan with Iron Links in his hand, and a Horſe-ſhoo 
revers'd on his head,he drives before him the , 
four Cyclops drunk, wearing half-Vizards 


with one Eye inthe Fore-head. 
Vul. Drink Fire, yow Lazie Monſters; Lippari-Wine 2 
No Liquor down with you, but mine 2 7 


1 Cycl, #e made a ſhift, 


Vul, At ſeems ſo, for you reel : 
Is this my Cobweb weav'd tn Steel 2 


How borridly it looks-— -=- 
2 Cycl. But not ſo borrid [He points with two fingers ac Vue 
As Vulcan does; who Shooes bis forebead, 
Vul, With gaping loop-boles, and wrought all awyy : 
My wife's Pox pit out thy one Eye, 
3 Cycl. He means her Small-pox, ant x ſeldom miſſes 
; The Eye, for "tis a ſmall Ulyfles, 
4 Cycl. PI dance my Eye out. 
Vul, Let whodare advance _ 
A ſtep 3 10 Kogues, you ſball rot dance x 
Pl [ow legs faft, your beels you may ſhake 


In th' Iron Stocks, thoſe you can make, 
M 2 Enter 
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Eutcr rwo Cuprids, (a White and a Black.) with Bows and 
Forked Arrows, with which they point at Valcas, 

1 Cycl. Not Dance ? Con'rds 2 here come Cocks that are no da- 
Two Cupids 3 T'have a charge of Baſtards, (ſftards; 

2 Cycl. One for the white Men, | 

Cycl. For the Black another. 

4 Cycl, Tour Wife's a very frunful Mother : 
T heſe Cupids ſhoot in Croſs-bons ſure, for they 
Have forked Arrons ? 

I Cycl.Sa, ſa,ſa ; 

| We hve our Forks too, and though drunk, yet bearty , 

- We'l joyn with the Malignant Party, 


Exeunt Cyclops, and after Vulcan and the Cupid have be. 

nthe Dance , the Cyclops return with Kans intheir hands', 
Coy dance and drink. "7 Bly 

When the Antick's done, all cry, Ware Horns , and then + 
run away, onely the White Cuprds ſtays. 


Vul, 34y Hammer 2 Dogs, your legs bave ſav'd your brains, 
Still the European Brat rematns 
# pon the place : Venus's ay Foy 
Come bither,, my wifes fine White Boy : 
You muſt change Colours, Strrba, get a robe 
As black as Mid-night makes the Globe , 
Mourn at thy Mother's Funeral, if thou Hlay'# , 
Thine ſhall be firtt---- 


Cup. Hold; Pm in ha#te. [ Exir White Copid, 
Vul Pmſotoo: m y Net I cannot make 5 
'T 1s now Venus $ trme to wake : Vl. pulls our 
Time Vulcan meaſures by exatler trial : altcel VV arch, 
Than Phogbus does bis Sunedial : 


A 
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| A Mater in my Art 'm known to be , 

7 hough not tn the Art of Poetry 3 

My Veeſe balts like my ſel but (day and night ) © 

My workmanſhip, this Watch, goes right, 


Lean, Why does he look upon this Watch ? 
Sal, It ſeems 
There is a Critical Minute Mars and Venus 
Muſt wake in, VVhat 2 my Lord /berio | - 
Iberio an4 Pyramena diſcover'd lying on 4 
Bed, at the Bed's feet (its Cupid weeptng. 


_ 


Is Mars ? 
Lug, And is not Pyramena Venus ? 

{ Dia, 'Tis Pyramena ;, how durlt Decis 

Truſt her old Servant ? 
Sal, Cupid Watches thein. 
Lean, Are they not dead ? for they look deadly pale. 


Enter Decio in a Night-Gown, a Sword in bis band, He looks 
upon Vulcan's VVatch, 
| Dec. Vaniſh, Impoſtor ; room for the true Yulcar ; 
The Minute's come z wake, Lovers, wake, I ſay. 
[ Iberio azd Pyramena #art. 

ller. Wake? did we {leep? did we not both drink poiſon? 
| Dec, Credit the working, 'twas an Opiate, 
| Onely to make you ſleep , till your Friends came 
| ( Stir not, my Lord, nor call for help, in vain ) 
I ſent for your Patron, the Prince, with hope 
Thar in his preſence you will be aſham'd : 
To die, the ſecond tume, ſo ſenſually 
Embracing my Wite. 
| lter, Death ſhall nor part us, 
1 Py. This Knot's a Gordian, never tobe loog'd, | 

7.0 Decio draws bis Sword, Dee. 
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Dec. It may be cut, the Macedonian way, 
Sal, Thou dar'ſt not offer at their Lives > ; ©. 
| [ Sal. 2h Lugo drav, 
Dec, And yours, 
[ Decio famps, the Cyclops enter with Arms, 
If you protect them ; ſhew your Swords rhe wa 
Into their Scabbards ; une ſhould be unſheatH'd , 
But I will put ir up, and draw my Tongue 
Betore theſe Judges : will you hear ? 
Sal, Speak freely. 7 
Dec. Sir, I invited you, not to aſſiſt 
The Maletactors, but to fit and judge 
The Equity of my Revenge , arid Ladies , 
Be not afrighted, whatſoc'r I ſuffer , 
No Arfront ſhall be offer'd ro your Sex. 
The Pris'ners may ( it they except againſt 
The Prince and Lugo) make appeal to you, 
Dia, Speaks he nor well ? 
Lean, He looks exceeding well , 
- And if his Cauſe were good, 
Dec, Firſt, I charge you, 
My Lord Iberio, with ay Siſter's death. 
Jber, Falſely, I am not guilty. 
Dec, How ? not guilty ? 
Did not my Siſter ( npon your Ingagement ) 
Send for me {then in Cary ) but ere. 
Could come to Yerice, you were got to Naples , 
And had diſown'd her, which perfidiouſncſs 
. Soon after broke her heart, 
ther, You do me wrong , 
To charge her Death upon my breach of promile ; 
Indeed my Father promis'd,! (hould marry 
Your Siſter Ericrna, and if I 


( VVho 
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( Who lov'd this Lady ) had declar'd my (elf , 
I had bcen diſinherited. My Father 

Dying of the Peſtilence thar reign'd in Vertce , 

I wont to ſettle my Aﬀairs in Naples , 

And from thence writ your Siſter a Diſcharge. 

Dec, Of Lite, For who could live to be {o ſcorn'd 
As Ericta was ? all Naples call'd her 
The Slighted Matd : inſhort, itcolt her life ; 
And to revenge her death I came to Naples , 

Here I paſt tor an inſignificant Poet , 

ARaillier, invited to all Tables , 

Where I but watch'd an Opportunity 

To poiſon you : untill (as luck would have it ) 
You being fool'd our wich your Miltris, ſhe 
Fools in with me; but now that the's my Wite , 
( Faces about ) you are 1n love again , 

And make noſcruple of Cuckolding poor Deco. 

ler. Thou li'tt, for Pyramena is as far -— 
From any looſe, as thou trom noble thoughts, 

Dec, 1'! bur examine you to that point, then 
'Twill appear, who's the liar : were not you 
Contracted to my Wife » 

Iter, 1 was. 

Dec, Conclude ; 

What the pretenſion of a Precontract ? 
Were you not preingag'd to Cuckold me ? 
Pray, what am I ? 
Py. Our Execurtoner ; ! 
Therefore 'tis to no purpoſe to diflemble 
For us that are to dye : I dorenounce you , 
I 1 die 1berto's Wite., | 
Decio grues a ſign to the Cyclops , they unh1nd Iberio 
and Pyramena, | 


Dec . 
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"Bhs. No. TOR Death : :you ſhall live _ and Wife , 


.Should never know him till he had a Fortune 
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Your ſcornis now ſu tly reveng 


Behold the Slighted Maid. Decion > of bis Night-gown,& 
Iber. Lives Ericina? diſcovers bimſelf to be aVVoman. 
- Sal, What a ſtrange Mother of the Maids is Vemce , 


That breeds ſuch Furics ? 
Dec, Burmy Brother Decro , 
( The v he came to Venice )) di'd 
Of that which took away 
My noble Prlend your Father. I conceal'd 
My Brother's ſuddain death, and gave it our 
(Eag ly believ'd ) char your negleR kill'd me ; 
My Brother ak s Funeral pals'd for mine , 
In his (ha offmy Loveand Sex) 
I follow* e.g my Lord, as far as Naples , 
HereI tri 'd ſeveral Keys of Death and Fortune , 
To open me a door to my Revenge ; 
Bur ſtill compaſſion ſtept in to your reſcue : 
Till Harred pri Tom your Scorn, was buri'd 
In love return'd by one of your own blood , 


Enter Arviedo. 
The nobleſt and the ſweeteſt Perſon living , 
Who will nor flight me, if you like the Match. 

her, So well Ericina now ſhall know 
Which of m Kinſmen ſhe makes choice of ; this 
Is Gaulio , Heir ro the Family 
Of Great Gonſalvs, for his poverty 
Conceal'd, under the name of Arviedo , 
I bred him, and reſolv'd the fr World 
had i 


> 
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A noble one fair Exicina brings. : 
Arv. With it Plſerve my Lord, * nexeromy Drives? 
Sal. Nay. the * Kings Pre will go.roundly on ; 
I warrant, (hel bring a whole Nucerie- 
Of Generals, (he'l ſtockthee with young Garſolty' "I 
-—_ I'l promiſe only poſſibilities ;_ | 
hough I deſerve not the Greaz Caprait's Heir., 
hogs ro make/hin ( whao has been accepted-. . 
By King's « una arte” armar of _ 
udges, can you pardon a'VWorman's weakne(s., 
jug cm you mk wes T6 | als 7 nn 
Py. I forgive” © 1172 9472) ; ext yc | | 
Thecmely em any "lids 141 yat mori his 2'2s 
Which cur'd'{berro'g Jea 
Sal. All's pleag'$* + 
Wirhduch a fortunate Cloſe. Send for our < treFack, 
Man time, let's have a Dance, as your Grand Mask. 
6 [ They Dance, 
So, now at the next Chappel we'l be marri'd , 
Then at my Houſe I'l treat you , where th' lavicer 
Shall be Leandya's Gueſt. Bur fill there wants 
A juſt Reward for this deſerving Soldier , 
That boldly, at his loweſt ebb of Fortune , 
Durſt check a Prince in his carier to Vice. 
-. Dec. Who taking mefor ( what Iſcem'd ) a Man 
Thir would have given my Wife a wanton freedom , 
Advis'd me to be jealous of my Honour ; X 
And when he ( ſwearing to do my commands) 
Knew me to be a VVoman, for his Oath's ſake, 
Againt his Nature, he made you my Pris'ner, 
ther. T1do my TelF the honour to advance Mii.” 
Sal. Then make him your Tomtom cn on 


Iher, I can't, but F1 give him my Regiment , 


IM 4 
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And 


809' "I Sabie Maid. 
Andgert the Vice-Ro to. Si his Commiſſion, 
ion froma's ST 46 Vindex, thou ſhale be 
( As] havewrelhand hogs Rich and Free, 
« Ther, Corbulo, Farm, hrs our ora. 
ſ The Bartel I'malt fight in, _ tir ares home, 


Cor. I'ye not a toſpeak m hanks ; 
Bon he bee ent y thanks, 
I hope the Chriſtian Caulervillihanke'y Raiſer 


For {ending me to Candy, is 
.I've =_ Life tsloſe for ul 's Honour. 


Sal. No, Col'nel, ( doubeleſs) $berrer 
Will guard thy, to ſerve him nearer pin. fees 


Let's all now joy this _ oom.,' 
Patience ( thow ſeeſt ) may lend blind Fortune eas 
To pod 6 on wg an =15 low ves "ie 


| $xevnt. 
axewst, 
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THE 


EPILOGUE* 


F:þ Spoke by 
The SLIGH TED MAID, 


Gries: you know, 1 was y but, Gentlemen: , 
Reſembling you in Shape and Courage, then 
' 1 look d upon it with an angrybrow : 
*Twould grieve me, if 1 ſhould be ſlighted now, 
But though our Sex the proud Italians ſcorn , 
Th' Engliſh are Civ11, you are Courtiers born , 
And ſbe's curft in ber Cradle, that promotes 
Her Sute to you, and 18 dent'd your Votes: 
Behold your Candidate before you ſtands : 
Your Semele ſees Thunder in your hatids , - 
Let's bear it : Claps that would make ſome afratd , 
VFill make the $lighted the Exalted Maid. 


us EPl- 


TP AO fee 
E PILOGU E 


TO THE 


KING 


Ve ſpoke before your Majeity,but yet 
| 1 never kneel'd inſuch a ſb Fit 5 
For, Sir, the Author bids me ra, and pray 
Again#t your Fuſtice : all that be can ſay 
In bis defence, is, that you would condemn 
His faults, if #triftly you examin'd them, 
He hopes you will rot, jar] why ſhould he fear 2 
ad Majeſtywas never yet ſevere. 


__— well-meant, TIS g” HMI-expreſt 
> 50-8 kw] you think, p. did 3 bet 


- led you 2, therefore roould be bard, F: be Hof 
«Jn making fot your mirth a.Comed; | 
Should write's own Tragedy; yet bo +bg Gap , 
. » If your Imparttal Juſtice Noel take place 3 
*. But if your Grattows Favour intervene , 


! The Epilogue 1s clearly bis beſt Scene. 


12 FINIS. 


